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'BOOK I. 


ICHARD STAPLETON of 

' Randalftown, in the county of 
Weſtmeath, Eſq; got a fall, in 

the month of May, as he was coming 
down from his own apartment to the di- 


[6] 
poſitive that he made a falſe ſtep as he 


was alighting from his chariot: but Mrs. 


Wheeler of Caſtlepollard, from whem 
we had this ſtory, deſerves to be credi- 
ted, as ſhe was preſent when he receiv- 
ed the hurt.) Whether it was that this 
unlucky accident happened when the 
ſun was in Gemini, and the moon de- 
creaſing; or that there was a ſtrong 
eaſterly wind, at that time, blowing 
from the heart of old England ; it is cer- 
tain the hen- woman and other judicious 


| I WT I WITT OY 
omen. 


Mr. * 
fined to his bed, where he was attended 


by Doctor Ridge, an able phyſician, 
and where one morning he received the 


following epiſtle : 
SIR, 


J had the honour of dancing with Miſs 
e Stapleton at the ball which Mrs. Wal- 
_ © gdron 


171 
„ 
&* conceived ſuch an eſteem for her, that I 
* wiſh for nothing more than to have her 
«© as @ partner for life. I am told that in 
& courtſhip it is cuſtomary to conſult the 

” Jy yp Jr 0 CC 
parents: I take a contrary methad, ti: 

* 7s not altogether for want of aſſurance, 
& but becauſe I have been informed, that 
„ Miſi Stapleton is apt to receive declu- 
© rations of love, with leſs grad humour 
* than could be expefted from the ruji 
„ amadic face in the wor. It is for thi: 
r fo you, 


Jet, which is all I can beaſt of, may, 
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(8] 
"** judgment to beſtow it upon an unworthy 


«© objet?) I earneflly deſire this ſeroll may 


** be buryed in oblivion. If I cannat gain her 
«© love, I ſhall endeavour to merit her eſteem 
«© by writing no more upon any ſubjef? 
that could give her a moment's uneaſineſs. 
am, Sir, your moſt obedient 
and humble ſervant, 
DAVID BerRMINGHAM.” 


Bermingham-Hall, May 29th, 176g. 


'The *ſquire communicated the con- 
tents of this letter to his daughter, who 
told him in plain terms, that ſhe would 
never give her hand to Mr. Berming- 
ham. Whence ſprung this perverſe 
% humour ?” ſays her father, have 1 


e given you any cauſe to complain ſince 


% my poor wife died? I have treated 
«© you with all the tenderneſs imagina- 
© ble, and what returns have you made? 
*© as I can give you a large fortune, 
* you cannot but know that I wiſh to 
e ſee you well married, 2 

© as 


% oo nd. 


f 0.0 4 eden ME 


1 

c as my infirmities are every day gain- 
ing ground. You have already refu- 
„ ſed Squire Bolton, Counſellor Loyd, 
and other gentlemen of fortune, with- 
«© out ſhewing a ſufficient reaſon for 
« your diſlike to them: but in the name 
© of goodneſs what fault can you find 
« with Sir David Bermingham ? he is 
e but lately come from the Univerſity, 
cc and ſuch as are intimate with him, al- 
<< low, that he is one of the politeſt gen- 
ce tlemen in this country. His eſtate is 
2 He is an excellent 

c conomiſt, ſquanderipg nothing on 
© horſes and dogs, but giving large- 

« ly to the poor. It was he that re- 
„ lieved Parſon Hemſworth when on 
© the brink of beggary. He gave his 
« ſiſter twice more than he was obli- 
<< ged to give her: and he is along with 
** all this, the moſt dutiful ſon that 


110 ] 
<< if you reject his offers, I muſt con- 
«© clude that you have ſomething at 
© heart which you could not reveal 
„without a bluſh.” © I never had” 
ſays Miſs Stapleton, © nor have I any 
thing at heart but what I take pride 
in, and what I could let the world 
«© know without fear or ſhame: but as 


e lable ſecret, not only this day, but 


SO 
© heart, like a lump of ice, cools every 
&© thing that is about it? I have often 
© heard you ſay that he is a poor, pe- 
«© nurious wretch who ſtarves himſelf 
c and his family, who is always em- 
© broiled with his neighbours, and ne- 
<< yer better pleaſed than when immeri- 
© ed in ſome dirty work. If I thought 
&© you capable of beſtowing me on ſuch 
© a fellow, I would quit your houſe 
e this moment. As Sir David ſaw me 
© but once, I cannot believe that he is 
© more in love with myſelf than with 
<< my fortune. True it is that he bears 
e an amiable character; but conſider, 
<< my. dear far, that our ſex are led by 
«© their inclinations, as well as your 
* own. With whatever prudence we 
* may pretend to aft, we find it always 
neceſſary to conſult our hearts upon 
certain occaſions. We have each of 


os us a taſte implanted by nature that re- 


* . For my on 
Here 


[12] 


Here ſhe was interrupted by the houſe- 
keeper, who approached the ſick bed 
with a ſorrowful countenance. ©** What's 
«© the matter? ſays the ſquire. The 
* worſt matter in the world,” returned 
Mrs. Chambers. Alas! who could 
© expect ſuch a blow from the hands 
of the Almighty? The gentleman 
© that was in perfect health yeſterday 
© morning — the gentleman whoſe 
„ breath was ſweeter than the roſe of 
© Sharon, who was fairer than Abſa- 
© Jom, who was tall as the cedar of 
Lebanon, is now no more! O Sum- 
© mer-hill l how is thy glory fallen !” 
«© Is Colonel Fitzgerald dead?“ cryed 
Mr. Stapleton. *©* Dead he is not” an- 
ſwered the houſe-keeper, if he be not 

dead drunk, for he was drinking 
all night, as his huntſman told us a 
< while ago; but one of his ſons.” —— 
„Which of them?” ſays the young 
lady with a faint voice. By my troth 
| < mk 
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4 madam,” replyed Mrs. Chambers, 
<6 *tis as true as that you are fitting 
< there; for the Doctor's man who 
< come this morning from 
2 Ee that he was killed in the Pie 
© nix-park by Mr. Waldron of Caſtle- 
<< ſtreet.” „ 


4 fudden darkneſs ſhades her fiuimming 


Who could deſcribe the conſternation | 
that was all over the houſe ? The Doc- 
tor was ſummoned. He appeared in his 
night-gown, and exerted his abilities 


with fork amazing faccels, that in bb 
than 


( 14] . 
chan ten minutes, the young lady reco- 
vertd the uſe of her ſenſes. But her 
grief was inexpreſſible: ſhe ſate in her 
father's arm- chair, all pale and motion- 
leſs like a ſtatue. 


« You ſee, fir,” ſays the Doctor, | 
| himſelf to Mr. Stapleton, | 
1 « what a ſkilful phyſician can do. If 0 
1 a bungler, a Surgeon Shamrock, or | 
| F <« ſuch a pretender, were in my place, 
3 „ he would have poiſed his long lance, 
| | « drawn your daughter's precious blood, 
5 © and applied bliſters to that beautiful 
10 ; « neck: but I who am well acquaint- 
ed with her conſtitution let me 
= ' « tell you, fir, there is a great deal in 
« knowing the temperament of your 
« patient. Miſs Stapleton is not a 
«© coarſe uninformed Jump of red and 
« white; on the contrary, fir, ſhe has 


« a delicate frame; her imogioation is 

** lively, and her affections are propor- 

« tionably warm. When the news of 
« her 


( 15] 
<< her kinſman's death reached the tym- 
<< panum or drum of her ear, the au- 
ec ditory nerve conveyed it to the com- 
© mon ſenſory, whence it ſtruck the 
heart, which contracting itſelf, like 
© the ſenſitive plant, was unable to 
© throw out the uſual quantity of 
& blood : upon which the face turned 
© pale, the vital functions were ſuſ- 
© pended, and the whole machine ſtood 
* ſtill. The pleaſurable paſſions pro- 
© duce the ſame effects, but in a diffe- 
„ rent manner. When a torrent of 
«© are diſtended; and the dilation is 
«© ſometimes ſo great, that it cannot 
«© recover itſelf; whence immediate 
e death. Now, fir, I hope it is need- 
* leſs to tell you that medicine is more 
«© noble, as well as more uſeful, than 
any art or ſcience whatſoever, as the 
object of it is that part of us which 
** we value moſt, I mean the body. 
What do we toil and ſweat for? 


161 

&© Why do we run to the Eaſt and Weſt- 1 
Indies? To what end do we ſtudy 
* what account do we change our reli- 
* gion? The ſoul is quite out of the 
4 queſtion ; and therefore I think it in- 

% cumbent upon mankind in general, 

* eſpecially ſome ladies and 

4 of fortune whoſe ideas have a tenden- 
11 ey to the kitchen, to know ſomething 
” © of the conformation and configurati- 
= „ tick motion and the digeſtive pow- 
1 << ers of the ſtomach. Noſce te ipſum was 
5 «© and one of our moderns, who being 
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13 « july: 

J 46 The proper fludy of mankind is man.” 
« fir,” ſaid the chaplain who happened 


EF 7? 
to be preſent, *©* I think you quite miſ- 
<< underſtand the meaning of that line, 
e as well as Noſce te ipſum ; for the bi- 
< ſhop of Glouceſter” —** Pſhaw !” 
cried the doctor, do you imagine, fir, 
& that I ſet any value on your biſhops ?” 
I ſhould have remembered,” replied 
the chaplain, *<* that thou art a moſt vi- 
5 rulent Preſbyterian ; and verily it be- 
«© cometh not Mr. Stapleton to enter- 
© a man of thy antimonarchical 

<< principles. Happy it is for my pupil, 
«© Mr. Brabazon Stapleton, that he is 
« out of thy reach in Oxford for evil 


ture. As they were both in earneſt, and 
very well matched, (ut non milius cum 

bytho bacchius) they would in all proba- 
bility 


(18 ] 

bility have fallen into Triſh logick (for 

the chaplain was going to make a ſyllo- 

giſm in fer:o) if they had not been fright=  -—- 
ened out of their fury by an outcry that i 

came from below ſtairs, of which, to ſa- 

tisfy the reader's curioſity, we ſhall re- 

late the occaſion in as few words as we 

poſſibly can. 


14 In Mr. Stapleton's dining- room there 
1 was a back-window that commanded a 
1 fine proſpe& : the garden, the river that 
waſhed the walls of it, and the neigh- 
| bouring ſeats of colonel Fitzgerald, coun- 
ſellor Loyd, and Mr. Waldron, made 
but a part of this beautiful landſkip. 
| Here Miſs Stapleton uſed to fit whole 

* 18 evenings contemplating the beauties of 
1} nature; and here it was that Mrs. Cham- 
bers fixed herſelf (while the gentlemen., 
were diſputing) not to feaſt her eyes 
with the verdure of the trees, but to di- 
vert herſelf at the expence of two mag- b 
| nanimous champions, Hodge of the mill, 
and 


Wd 
and the kitchen-ſcullion, whom the 
Charms of Roſe the cow-herd's daugh- 
ter, had engaged in mortal fight. But 
while ſhe ſmiled at the fury of the com- 
batants, little ſuſpecting that love was 
preparing a blow for herſelf, Philip Han- 
lon, who had the honour of ſerving Mr. 
Stapleton in quality of groom, and 
who had drunk plentifully the night be- 
fore at the Red Lyon, deſcended from 
the hay-loft, and planted himſelf at the 
ſtable- door juſt over againſt the window 
where our innocent houſe-keeper was 
poſted. 


Whether upon this occaſion, Philip 
employed ſome of thoſe faſcinatiiig arts 
which he might have learned from Sarah 
M*Lean a Scotch-woman, whom he 
ſerved a long time ; or whether the vari- 
egated rays that came from his ſtriped 
ed the eyes of Mrs. Chambers, is more 
than we can venture to determine ; but 

it 


[20] 

it is certain, that her face was in a mo- 
ment overſpread with ſcarlet, her whole 
frame trembled, the bible, which was 
her conſtant companion, dropt from un- 
der her arm, and down ſhe fell flat upon 
her face. One of the chamber-maids 
ſpeechleſs, ſet up the old Iriſh cry, 
which brought every creature in the 
houſe into the dining-room, except Mr. 
Stapleton and his daughter, whoſe hearts 
| were already too much pierced to receive 
of their houſe-keeper. 


The doctor, after having felt her 
held forth a full hour on the con- 
catenation of caufes antecedent, prediſ- 
ponent, and procathartic ; the pathog- 
nomic ſigns, and the ſymptoms of ſymp- 
toms. He then ordered phlebotomizati- 
on, ſternutation, fumigation, and fo- 
_ medics, 


[21] 
medies, the patient in a little time found 
herſelf able to eat a flice of cold roaſt 
* beef, and drink a bottle of ſtrong beer, 
which was her ordinary breakfaſt. This 
woman was in power, and therefore all 
the ſervants were very officious about 
her; but the good-natured chaplain, who 
had an extraordinary reſpe& for her on 
account of her many virtues, was the 
only perſon that was really rejoiced at 
her recovery. He began to look upon 
her deliverer as a prodigy of wit : he 
thanked him a thoufand times, and cal- 
led him the glory of his profeſſion, the 
prefidium & dulce decus medicine. a 


<< It gives me an infinite pleaſure,” 
ſays the doctor, — OT 2000 
: let me 


have examined your lineaments ac. 


« cording 


[22] 

_ © cording to the rules laid down by Al- 

© bertus Magnus; and if I know any 

< thing of phiſiognomy, you are as ho- 
<< neſt a clergyman as ever toaſted a 

pretty girl. You have learning enough 

<« for a biſhop; and as for wit, it is ſo 

much out of faſhion in all great hou- 

* ſes, that you may bleſs your ſtars for 

«© having given you a more valuable 

«© commodity inſtead of it. Your ex- 

«© treme uneaſineſs while the young wi- 

„ dow lay breathleſs, and your joy at 

«© her reſurrection, are to me convinc- 

“ ing proofs, not only of a humane and 

t charitable diſpoſition, but a ſound 

« judgment. She is, in my opinion, a 

ec woman of merit; for though ſhe has 
de red hair, flaming cheeks, turgid veins, 
< and a thin habit of body; yet there is 


4 She has a great reſemblance to my 
<« ſiſter Rebecca.” 


. 
| 

' 

3 

i 

I! 
: 
5 
4 
, 


— p 


In, 


like Mrs. Chambers, and Fm 
„the clergy faid that ſhe got the Devil 


[24] 


(an Englihman) N 
<« life that this here woman has got 


« ſomething in her pericranny. I'm 


« now, let me ſee, . 


6 Stapleton's ſervice, it will I'm ſure be 
«© four next September, and d——n my 
c face and eyes, if cer I ſaw'd her gid 
« a braſs farden's worth to a poor body 
<© before.” * Arra Joha honey,” faid 
by the croſs of St. 

«© Bridget, ſhe's fairy ſtruck. That din- 

« ing-room is haunted to my certain 

© knowledge theſe twenty years paſt : 
<« it was there my miſtreſs (the Lord reſt 
© her ſoul) took her laſt ſickneſs.” 
«© Why, mother,” fays the dairy-maid, 
<< you are to be ſure much more wiſer 
« than I; but Pll take my oath the laſt 
„ien Well that I 
«© ſaw 2 young woman r wild 
ſure all 


_ lighted, burns quietly ; but a flint ſet on 
fire, burſts with a dreadful noiſe. W 


81 


Philip Hanlon. was the ſole cauſe. of 
her giddineſs 3 and as. that fellow. had 
nothing attractive either in his face os 
figure, it will he hand to aſſign a reaſon. 
are altogethes unacquainted. It is cer- 
tain, the antienta made uſe of a variaty 
of colours in thein magical incantations. 
For this we hate Virgil authority: 
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ty about number forty-five : and = thave 
is no viſible change in nature, who 
knows but this natural fort of magic is 
as powerful this day, as it was before the 
birth of Chriſt? Otherwiſe, it is im- 
poſſible for the wiſeſt heads, to account 
for the many ſignal favours conferred on 
other wearers of ſhoulder-knots, not on- 
ly by cook-maids and inn-keepers wives, 
but even by ſome ladies of faſhion. 
Hanlon wore a flannel waiſtcoat beauti- 
fully ftriped with all the colours of the 
rain-bow, that our widow's amorous fit 
was not owing to any frailty of nature, 
but to the irreſiſtible power of magic. 


THE 


HISTORY 


Mr. Char | * ald, 


Miſs Sanah Stapleton. 


BOOK IT. 


S ſoon as the phyſician and our 
able-bodied divine had withdrawn 
from the ſick chamber, Miſs Stapleton 
indulged her grief in a ſhower of tears 
which laſted a full hour without any in- 
termiſſion. The ſquire had in his you: h 
ir (hs poſes of love in all its warmeh, 
B 3 and 


[30] 
and given proofs of a diſintereſted heart ; 
yet before this time he never ſuſpected 
that his daughter had a greater friendſhip 
for Mr. Charles Fitzgerald, than a good- 
natured young-woman might have for a 


near relation. This was not owing to 
any defect in his underſtanding, for he 
had as much diſcernment as any of his 
neighbours; but he was too well ac- 
quainted with the faſhionable world to 
imagine that his daughter, admired as 
the was by ſome of the firſt nobility, 
could ſtoop to a poor young fellow, who 
had no more than a child's portion of 
three thouſand pounds. 


I am apt to think, that people of the 
quickeſt parts have not as much ſagacity 
as they imagine: and it is no wonder that 
ſome philoſophers, criticks, quacks, pro- 
jectors and politicians, render themſelves 
ridiculous by ſetting up for infallibility ; 
waen even the wiſeſt of mankind are 


SSH 
lometimes at a loſs in their little domef- 
tick concerns. 


+ Mr. Stapleton took occaſion from his 
daughter's exceſſive grief, to reflect on 
ſeveral things which had before eſcaped 
his obſervation. He confidered that 
Charles was ſeldom three days abſent 
from Randalſtown, inſomuch that he 
was looked upon as one of the family ; 
that he was always Miſs ene 
partner in country-dances; that he was 
conſtantly at her bed- ſide when ſhe had 
a violent fever; that he wept bitterly 
when ſhe was given over by the doctors ; 
and that he fought Mr. Bolton in a lit- 


concluded, that her grateful heart had re- 
ceived an impreſſion from him; and was 
much ſurpriſed that he had not diſcover- 
eld it ſooner. 


B 4 «< ] believe, 


SW 


<< TI believe, my dear Sally! ſays he, 
that your inviolable ſecret is come to 
light. It is but too plain to me that 
you had an extraordinary value for 
% Mr. Fitzgerald; and it is but doing 
«© you juſtice to allow, that you could 
«© not have beſtowed your heart upon a 
«© better young- man. Poor Charles had 
* many virtues. It was not his fine 
<< face that I admired, but the goodneſs 
<< of his heart, which appeared in all his 
* words and aQions. His only fault, 

«© was, that he was in his 

« anger; but then he was too gentle 
<© and too generous on every other oc- 
* cafion. Heaven be merciful to his 
« ſoul! He is now no more; and it is 


. *© too late to reproach you: but I can- 


% not help wiſhing that you had open- 
ed your mind to your father, who 
% would have been more uſeful to you 


s than any other confidant. It was in my 


«© power to make you and him happy in 
the 


( 33] 
<« the enjoyment of each other; and I 
& would have done it even for my own 
« ſake, as my welfare in this life de- 
8 pends upon yours. 


&« Tf you thought that I could not re- 
* concile myſelf to your choice, as be- 
ing contrary to your intereſt, you 
„ ſhould have remembered that I took 
« your mother unendowed. I lived with 
„her nine years in a cottage, and would 
” » God 1 cnuts Bee am: yrnes over 

« again! During that period, as I had 
incurred my father's diſpleaſure, I was 
abandoned by all my relations, ex- 
„ cept colonel Fitzgerald, who viſited 
<< me frequently, invited me to his ta- 
« ble, all ruſtick as I was, and treated 

e my wife with as much reſpect as if her 
fortune were equal to her beauty. 
<< That dear good woman retained a 

** grateful ſenſe of his kindneſs to her 

«« laſt moments; and you remember it 

was in his arms that the expired. I 

3 5 „need 


[34] 
need not tell you how much I am af- 
© fiQted at the death of his fon : and, 

<< my dear child! if you loved him as 
much as I ſuſpe& you 5 
s ſo profuſe of your tears, but conſult 
< your reaſon, which will ſuggeſt the 
©* beſt remedies for your grief, and at 
the ſame time point out the propereſt 
method for avoiding the cenſure of 
l the publick. 


Every thing that is done under my 
<< roof tranſpires ; and therefore I adviſe 
<< you to lay aſide that diſmal counte- 

_ © indulge your melancholy but at the 
<<. expence of your reputation. I ſhall 
make no mention of Sir David until 
« after the funeral, but then” — —P-—- 


Nor then, fir, I beſeech you, exi- 
tg me as 2 lover; far I am reſolved 
. never to marry either him or any 
« other 


[3s] 
& other man. I muſt confeſs, ſir, that 
J had ſome regard for the gentleman 
£ that was loſt: and I believe there is 
no young-woman that would have 
£ converſed with him as often as I did, 
&« but could make the ſame confeſſion. 
566 Tt is true, that he loved me with a 
„ warmth which few young-men are 
% capable of feeling; and if I made a 
„ ſecret of his paſſion to you (as it was 
<< for three years kept a ſecret from my- 
55 ſelf) it was only becauſe my heart 
55 told me more than once that he never 
* would be my huſband. 


«© It was no falſe preſentiment that I 
© had: he is gone to eternity: his paſſi- 
5 on ig extinguiſhed : but as mine ig not, 
I ſhall remain unmarried untill I can 
SOIL IN: 
** me of all ch I he, yet how lice 
* ſhall loſe as I have already loſt Char- 
' les? This world is a wilderneſs in 
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my eyes. I know nothing in it worth 


© Jooking after but yourſelf. Permit 
< me, therefore, to diſcharge the duties 
6 of a daughter towards you. You may 


< be ſure, fir, that I love you better than 


<< any one in this world. Let us live 
and die together. But if you encourage 
<< the addreſſes of thoſe gentlemen that 
are enamoured of my fortune, I ſhall 
< beg leave to retire to the ſouth of 
France, and bury myſelf in a monaſ- 
«© tery; being much better qualified for 
9a cell than ſome young-women of my 
« rank, as I go with a full conviction 
« of the vanity of all that I leave be- 
* hind me.” 


| The 'ſquire was going to reply; but 
ſhe ſtood up ſuddenly, and, making a 
low courteſy, withdrew to her apart- 
ment, leaving her father in a melancho- 
ty little ſhort of her own. | 


It 


1 
| 


"TW 1 


It may be neceſſary to inform the read- 
er, that Mrs. Stapleton, though in ap- 
one of us, was much inclined 
to the Romiſh ſuperſtitions ; and accord- 
ingly took care to train up her daugh- 
ters in her own antiquated way of think- 
ing. It were to be wiſhed that ſome 
more effectual method had been taken to 
prevent Proteſtant gentlemen from hav- 
ing any communication with T 


foulneſs of their religious principles, are, 
ſome of them, as fair as any women in 


Europe. And it is, indeed, ſomewhat 
ſtrange, conſidering the many ſalutary 
laws that have been made ſince the death 
of king William the third, that there has 
not been an act of parliament againſt the 
growth of love ; as it is a turbulent, ido- 


[3] 


It might likewiſe deſerve our conſide- 
ration, whether any of the Suttonian 
family ſhould be permitted to practiſe, 
except true Proteſtants ; it being no dif- 
ficult matter to prove that the poiſonous 
particles of Popery, Preſbyterianiſm, 
Quakeriſm, &c. could be eaſily infuſed, 
along with the other infection, into the 
yeins of young children. Sat ſapienti. 


Miſs Stapleton, now all alone, began 
to conſider whether a religious life could 
agree with her conſtitution ; and con- 
cluding that it would, the dreſſed herſelf 
in a colour ſuitable to the complexion of 
nity, but ſtriving to ſubdue jt, by cal- 


ling to mind all that the had heard or 


read concerning the deſtruQtiye pow- 
er of time, and the tranſitory ſtate of fe- 
male charms. *©* The world will think,“ 
2 


T3] 
«© My mother was a beauty, nor was 
© my ſiſter leſs fair than I am. Both 
| ©© theſe are mouldering in the grave: 
4 fo ſhall I. What avails it to Char- 
& les Fitzgerald to have been a true 
& Iriſhiaan in ſize and ſhape, to have 
« excelled in every manly exerciſe, and 
© to have been diſtin, uiſhed in all the 
* publick places that he frequented ? 
This handkerchief was once his 
& ſomebody will hereafter ſay that it 
e was once mine. Who would aim at 
ec ealth and titles, who would culti- 
vate a friendſhip, who would indulge 
56 * 2 + wn e ſince even our very 


Life, they tell us, is à meer trifle; 
but who can throw jt away withays 
< forfeiting the joys of heaven? There 
+ is certainly another world, and if there 
7 


_ [49] 
© he died in a duel with all his fins 
« about him. Yet it is not a week ſince 
© he fate in this chair I have his 
© features before my eyes——T hear his 
99 Charles! What 
% company art thou in? My brain 
4 will crack with theſe horrid ideas. 
O thou father of mercy comfort my 
** aMicted ſpirit, or take me to thyſelf !” 


book of Job, . 9 
tell it) on the paſſion of our Saviour un- —@ 
til fix o'clock in the evening ; when the | 
houſe-keeper, of whom we made men- | 
tion in the preceding book, came to fee 
| her. © I was, indeed, ſorry,” ſays Miſs ; 
Stapleton, ©* to hear that you were in- 
ec diſpoſed. The Lord bleſs your 

« foul, madam,” replied Mrs. Cham- 

bers, to be ſure I never had ſuch a fic 
jn all my born days. You muſt know, 


4a] 
« on the gravel-walk where I uſed to 
<* ſee your ladyſhip and Mr. Fitzgerald 
e together. Alas! thought J to myſelf, 
] ſhall never ſee them together again. 
„ So with that the light went from me 
© all on a ſudden, and I fell down on 
«© my face as flat as a flounder. 


&« All this the chamber-maid can tell 
« your ladyſhip. I remember nothing 
that happened me until I found my- 
« ſelf in the arms of Mr. Hanlon, To 
<< be ſure, madam, that man is ſtronger 
© than a ſtump of oak. The doctor 
«© ordered him to bleed me in the foot. 
& Mr. Hanlon took out his Lance 
«© But would your ladyſhip believe that 
« I fainted at the fight of it ? By my 
6 troth, madam, I did: for to be ſure I 
«© am as faint-hearted as a lamb. Then 
the doctor preſcribed aff fettidy, and 
«© other things for me. So with the aſ- 
6 ſiſtance of God, in leſs than half an 
© hour, I came to myſelf. The Lord bil- 
& lth 


- 
Z 
=— 
— 
Pas oo 


DI 
— —_— \ 


— 
— 
— 


— — — * 
— — = 4 82 
1 — _ — 
p - 
= 
_—_—_ — — 
- _ * * — 
— — = - \ 
= — —— — 
— — 
— — — 
— — 
LY 


— —— — — 
— - N 
| E: A ” 5 - = 
. — — = 
<— — 


7 b 

431 

« ed, that I took nothing for three 
<< nights and three days, but a little wa- 
i bones cleaved to my ſtin. I was ſmit- 
e ten as graſs, my heart was withered, and 
«© forget to eat my bread. 


I do not intend,” fays Miſs Sta- 
pleton, ** to faſt ſo long; but before I 
& take any refreſhment I ſhall taſte the 
evening air.” 


ring the ſummer ſeaſon ; and it happen- 
ed more than once that ſhe was in a dif- 
habille when the bell rung for dinner. 
Juſt as ſhe had reached her favourite ar- 
bour, the chaplain, who had been or- 
dered to watch her motions, came up to 
her with a mournful aſpect, which was 
not at all affected, and held her faſt with 


[44] 
other Engliſh divines that wrote upon 
death. | 


The young lady liſtened attentively to 
his documents, and gave him many 
thanks ; with which he was ſo well plea- 
ſed, that he thought himſelf in duty 
bound to pay a compliment to her un- 
derſtanding. Madam,” fays he, the 
« voice of fame hath for ſome time paſt 
«© been buſy with the extent of your in- 
6 tellectual capacity; but how much 
6 ſoever the moſt ſapient of mortals 
«© might have extolled your penetration, 
«© ſagacity and erudition ; I may ſafely 
« affirm, that they have ſcarcely done 
« juſtice to your tranſcendent merit. 
« But it grieveth me to the heart, to 
find that ſome of my fellow-creatures 
e ſeem to have as little rationality as the 
«© brutes of the foreſt, or the finny race 
© of the ocean. Any man in whom 


/ 


[ 45 ] 


© to make on vegetable 
« and animal food. Fruges conſumere 
dc ti, ſaid Horace, one of the wits of 


* the Augetion age. 


e Your ladyſhip hath not heard, per- 
«© haps, that the ſuperannuated female 
«© who tends the poultry, hath conven- 
& ed a council in the kitchen, of which 
<« all the members were agreed that Mrs. 
Chambers is under the dominion of 
tom. Far be it from me, madam, to 
«© charge the Roman Catholick religion 
«© with ſuperſtition on account of the 

* ignorance of ſome of her followers ; 
« for it hath been a rule with me, from 
«© ture, not to calumniate any church 
„ whatſoever. 


* True it is, madam, that the old 


(45 ] 
e jog with carnal ſubſtances, required 
cc to have the droſs, they had contract: 
64 ed, purged off, before they could be 
« admitted into the ſociety. of the bleſ- 
© ſed. One of their bards, ycleped Vir- 
& gil, faith right well :” Duque fuos 
patimur manes ; that is to ſay, madam, 
4 Me are each of us detained for ſome time 
& in Purgatory, bafore us are permitted to 
<< paſs over into the regians of eternal falici- 


But your ladyſhip knows, that the 
ec haye fo far diſcredited this Heatheniſh 
« doctrine (which was adopted by the 
* church of Rome) and have fo induſt- 
<« rioyſly cut out a new road to Heaven, 
* that now any good-natured member 
tc of the eſtabliſhed church, can go ſtrait 


[41 


- fuck tings w ures baby, on 
«« ghoſts, nymphs, gnomes or ſalaman- 
ders. For my part, 3 3 a. Som 
<< atque rotundus, that is to ſay, madam, 
© like a raund impregnable tower, proof 
« apaiaſt all the diabolical enginry that 
© ever was invented. 


_ © his apoſtate angels appear before. me, 
«< yet I may aſſure your ladyſhip, with- 
© would not be intimidated. This ho- 
*< neſt face was never yet tinQured with 
<< the pale caſt of fear. Let fools and 
<< ons; but — dere he ſtopt, chang» 
ed colour, and fiepyed behind Miſs Star 
pleton, who ſurpriſed at the ſudden al» 
** Whether he was taken in?“ M 


ſaw a tall, ſhapely young man, dreſſed 
In green, with a hunting-cap and a tight 
pair of boots coming up the walk. 
„Charles !“ ſays ſhe with a 
voice and a ftaring look, you did well 
< to pay me this viſit think not that 
I ſhall conjure you to do me no harm 
* have no fear 
22 

you were alive, let me embrace you 
© now that you are dead.” 


With that ſhe ran to meet him; but 
2 ſolid ſubſtance inſtead of an 

empty ſhade, ſhe ſcreamed and ſwooned 
away in his arms. The gardiner, who 
happened to be preſent at this ſcene, 
alarmed the houſe. Mr. Waldron of 
Springfield, colonel Fitzgerald, who had 
6— 4 


[429] 
Mrs. Chambers, little Jenny Whelan, 


and all the ſervants appeared in a mo- 
ment. Wine, water, vinegar and hart- 
ſhorn were uſed on this occaſion ; and 
the damſel recovered to the great joy of 
all that were preſent, eſpecially colonel 
Fitzgerald, who lent her his arm, and 
led her to her father's apartment. 


As ſoon as the lady was carried off, 
young Fitzgerald diſcovered the chaplain 
ſtretched under a mulberry-tree, dead in 
all appearance. His face was overſpread 
with a livid paleneſs ; and his mouth was 
wide open; much more fo than ever it 
aging ——— By the hand of 

my „ ied Philip Hanlon 
66 re the 
chaplain wants a little lavender. Ay, 
ay, this is owing to beef and pud- 
„ ding.” Fou are a very great raſcal,” 
ſays Charles, © Mr. Peterman is one of 
{+ the moſt temperate and moſt harmleſs 

men that ever I was acquainted with.” 


thinking, no doubt (ſo much was he 


as it were by chance, took a faſt hold of 


Have I ever offended you, Mr. Fitz- 


4 know Phil. Hanlon, fir? Mr. Fi- 


[ 50] 


| Philip, filenced by the reprimand, 
attempted to lift up the chaplain, who 


diſturbed by fear) that Fitzgerald's ghoſt 
had ſeized him, ſtretched forth his hands, 


Philip by the ears (which by the way 


were very large) and pulled them un- 
mercifully: crying out at the ſame time: 


«© geral? Have I ever offended you, 
& fir? In the name of Chriſt, fir, —— 
«© Tn the name of Chriſt, fir, I con- 

jure you, ſir, I conjure you, 
« fir, l. : 


ern cried Philip, roar- 
ing like a bull, you'll conjure me out 
« of my cars. Have you loſt your wits 
<« like Mrs. Chambers? Don't you 


4 gerald is a living man, fir. "Twas a 
< falſe report, fir. aa; 
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ec him, fir. Z——6ds.” By this time 
the chaplain had courage enough to open 
| his eyes, which with fear and trembling. 
he fixed on the young gentleman ; and 
adjured him by all the friendſhip that 
ever ſubſiſted between them, to tell him 
whether he was a living man? His 
fears at length ſubſiding, he got -up 
without any aſſiſtance, and crept to his 
| ditt where he remained a confders- 


= a Bruges Le 


r 


C 2 « I really 


3 


2 Trill els cect Fitz- 
gerald to his ſon, that you have had 
< ſome bickering with Mr. Waldron ; 
and the rather, as I remember that 

you and he were at daggers drawn 


* ſome years ago.” 
Pardon me, fir,” ſaid Charles, we 


© were never yet at variance; but my 
brother and he had ſome debate about 
% a greyhound, when we were at the 
«© fencing-ſchool : and you might re- 
ce member, fir, that I took Mr. Wal- 
* droms part, knowing my brother to 
< be the aggreſſor. We have been 
ever fince upon the moſt amicable 
* footing. What makes it clear that 
we could have had no quarrel, is, 
that he ſet out for Cavan laſt Friday 

morning, in order to take a farm in 
* that neighbourhood ; and he told me 
* at his departure that he would lie this 


181 


Right, right, very right, ſays old 
Waldron, I have received a letter from 
«© my ſon, wherein he tells me that he 
«© will call at my houſe in order to bring 
„Kitty along with him to Dublin. 1 
«© am very ſure George would not chuſe 
&© to have a rupture with the worthy fa- 
% mily of Summer-hill ; and let me tell 
„ you, gentlemen, that the author of 
s ſuch agroſslye, deſerves to be ſevere- 
cc ly puniſhed.” : 


Charles, ſtanding up, and foaming with 
rage, PII tear the doctor's ſervant to 
pieces. 8 


4 Softly, ſoftly, young man, ſaid 
the grave phyſician, © it would be much 
** ſafer for you to diſſect a gooſe or tur- 
key. I don't believe you are much 
** acquainted with anatomy : pray; fir, 
did you ever read Monroe's Ofteolo- 
« oy?” © I never did,” faid Charles, 

| C 3 | ws hd 
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„but I'll make a ſkeleton of your 
« ſcoundrel, if I find that he had any 
hand in this malicious invention.” 


The bell rung for Martin ; and Mar- 
tin appeared, not like a dejected Iriſh 
culprit at the Old Baily, but with a 
ſmiling, facetious countenance ; for he 
had juſt emptied a copper of beer, in 
company with Philip Hanlon ; for which 


they were indebted to the bounty of Mrs. 
Chambers. 

Martin,“ ſays Mrs. Stapleton, © be 
„ ſo kind as to declare, how you came 


c to hear that this young gentleman was 
© killed in a duel.” * Pleaſe your ho- 


% nour,” ſaid Martin, I was ſent by 


©© my maſter yeſterday to Kinnegad, in 
order to know whether Mrs. Ormſby 
“% took the pills which he ſubſcribed for 
% her. Her brother, counſellor Loyd, 
«© was there; and to be ſure, I got a 
«© great deal of brandy to drink. Sol 
_ «© ſet a going very early this — 
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<< and as I was coming along the road 
«© towards Mullingar, I met a young 
© man on horſe-back, with a fcarlet 
4 frock and a lace hat: I believe he is 
<< a gentleman's ſervant, for he looked 
<< very tight. Zounds, my lad, good- 
„ morrow, ſays he: good-morrow to 
© to you kindly, by G—d, ſays my- 
«© ſelf; for I had a mind to be as ſmart 
6 as he.” 


* We then called at a brandy-ſhop, 
and he treated me to half a pint: he 
«© is a man of ſpirit; I will ſay ſo much 
* for him. So then, he aſked myſelf, 
% how far I was going? To 'ſquire 
« Stapleton's, ſays I. Is that the gen- 
© tleman that has the beautiful daugh- 
<< ter? Says he. Why, ſays I, ſhe is 
e brighter than a ſummer's morning. 
«© Do you know any of colonel Fitzge- 
*© rald's children? Says he. Know them? 
„Says I, do I know my two eyes, or 
*© the palm of my hand? Says I, Mr. 

4 « Oliver, 
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Oliver, the eldeſt, is in England, ſays 
*© I, and the ſecond ſon, Mr. Charles, | 
* fays I, is the fineſt young gentleman 
in the varſal world: that was the ve- 
ry way that I expreſſed myſelf. Well, 
© ſays he, did you hear that Mr. Charles 
<< was run through the body yeſterday 
«© morning in the Phœnix- park? Death 
and fury! Says I, Mr. Charles 
Says I, by whom? Says I. Do you 
„ know Mr. Waldron of Springfield. 
«© Says he. Did not I ſerve him for 
«© three years? Says I. Is not my 
« ſiſter his dairy-maid ? Says I. Well, 
„ ſays he, it was his ſon, George, that 
1 © killed Mr. Fitzgerald. Was it he that 
= «© got the great fortune with the bank- 
« er's daughter in Caſtle-ſtreet ? Says J. 


„ "The ſame, ſays he. The Lord have 
© mercy upon us! ſays myſelt : for to 
e be ſure I would not with Mr. Char- 
*© les's death for the beſt ſuit of cloaths 
that ever I put on my back. So I ſet 
s ſpurs to my horſe, no; it was a mare 


e that 


.. 
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cc Ger ons lieg, 
. 05 . _ handkerchief 
== gd ke reigns dae. F 
ec will . Grote 05 
© on this _— = nc = 
5 > thing that I 
cc cry 

to repeat 

© tlemen, 
6 hear.” 


Mo whole ee ee The 
Brust mas.” es hs frr- 
ily; and 
Oe HERE, 
hat ke would Gade ll end 
2 , the young e = 
ps tint a he 424 5 
EIT n his phyſician ; who was 
— n 
; ſelf (2s 
obſerver of them, 


Here 
Cs 


| _ 


381 


| f 


ment to repoſe; deſiring him, at the 
ſame time, to prepare his judgment and 
attention for the ſtrange, wonderful, 
and ſurpriſing facts, which ſhall be re- 
lated in the following book. 


THE 


HISTORY, 


Mr. PR Era, 


AND 


Miſs Sarah Sraphetor. 


— 


BOOK m. 


Us I as the ſun had riſen in a clear 
umber ſky, Mrs. Alice Waldron, | 
alias Broderick, waked after a nap of 
nine hours, and not finding her ſpouſe 
in bed, gave ſuch a cry as made the 
whole houſe tremble, 


&© Won't 


[ 6o ] 


Won't you tell me, huſſey, what 
*© became of my huſband ?” © Lord, 
*© madam,” anſwered the half-naked 
chamber-maid, don't you know that 
„ he went yeſterday to Symmer-hill ?” 
*© You damnable jade,” cried the miſt- 
reſs, how ſhould I know it? And 
*© where is he now? At Randalſ- 
© town,” replied the maid. ** Mercy 
upon me,” ſays Mrs. Waldron, © he 
never comes ſober from Randalſtown : 
© that houſe has debauched him, and all 
the other gentlemen in this neigh- 
% bourhood. Fetch me my own bottle 
„ out of the cloſet, and get my poſt- 
& chaiſe n to the door in a mo- 
© ment.” After ſhe had given theſe 
rolled away to Randalſtown. 


The gentlemen, whom we left toge- 


ther in the laſt book, were ſtill in the 


fame ſituation, except the doctor, whoſe 
| | corps 


| { 61 4 
corps was buried in a ſoft feather bed at 
one in the morning. Colonel Fitzge- 
rald, who had travelled in his youth, 
entertained them with many ſurpriſing 
ſtories concerning the Maid of Orleans: 
as how by her proweſs, whole armies 
were defeated ; how ſhe was burned by 
the Engliſh for a witch ; and how ſhe 
appears every ſeventh year in a garden 


. 


* ſot ! 


„ am l you broke my heart? You made 


| [ 62] 
«© be always drunk? Have you made a 
< trade of it? Will you mind no other 


© bufineſs? Where is your ſon George? 


* Do you know that Kitty and he are 
+ nies af Os mms? You baſe 
How much have I ſuffered on 
« your account? How many nights 
cc have I fate up? Is this proper treat- 
ment for a woman that brought you 


«© fortune? What were you but a 


< poor pedlar when you ran away with 
© me? Had you a four-footed beaſt, 
«© except the ſorrel nag? Ah, Willi- 


1 


« forgive you ! I fay, Amen. 


Mir. Waldron, knowing how to pacify 
his dear, threw his arms about her neck, 
and gave her a kind embrace, body 
returned with equal tenderneſs : her bo- 
ſom heaved with fighs, and tears flowed 
from her eyes ; for this honeſt woman 
had fomething fo atmoſpherical in her 
n 


and her little milky boſom was half ex- 
poſed. The old couple gazed with a ſe- 
cret pleaſure ; and it muſt be confeſſed, 
that Charles himſelf forgot the faireſt of 
womankind for a moment. 


It is the opinion of ſom̃e x 
that love is indiviſible, or, in other 
words, that when a man conceives a paſ- 
ſion for a woman, his affections are en- 
groſſed by that ſingle object, to ſuch a 
degree, that he muſt look on all the reſt 
of her ſex with an abſolute indifference. 
It might become a clergyman to maintain 

this 
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this doctrine; and accordingly, the cu- 
rate of our pariſh, who is ſomewhat 
phlegmatic, declareth, that he never 
luſted after any female, but the partner 
of his bed, honeſt Deborah. For my 
part, I ſhall not determine in this caſe: 
but let me aſk any competent judge, 
whether his lordſhip, who is fmitten with 
the ſtately carriage, and ſuperiour luſtre 
of lady Mary, may not caſt a kind glance 
at little Betty the chamber-maid ? Or, 
whether he (or ſhe) who is paſſionately 
fond of Burgundy, may not ſometimes 
be OE IT: 3 CO” 
ion of good March-beer ? | 


Indeed, Charles,” ſaid Miſs Kitty, 
toſſing herſelf into his lap, I am an- 
© gry with you, indeed, indeed, I am 
very, very, angry with you. Nothing 
dut fighting and c ing in Dub- 


66 a mind to frighten the people out of 


** their lives? Why don't you aſk 


«© whether 


TO [66] 
** whether your ſhirts are made? In- 
<< deed, indeed, you never ſhall get a 
s ſtitch of them. See that, now. But 
<< will you come with me to the review 
<< this morning? Will you now, Char- 
les? Brother George ſays he will not 
go a ſtep without you. O what a 
charming fight it is! What work 
they will have with fifes, and haut- 
_ © boys, and pipes, and trumpets, and 
& kettledrums! Dub, dub-a-dub, dub 
My dear Charles, come with us 
this precious moment. indeed, indeed, 
if you do not, I never ſhall be your 
on little Kitty: ſee that now.“ 


Charles conſented to wait on this lit- 
tle ſyren; and ſure he was not the firſt 
that was overcome by the winning rhe- 
torick of a pretty girl. Inſtead of re- 
turning to his adored Miſs Stapleton, 
who told him the night before, that her 
father had made ſome declarations in his 
favour, he ſet out along with George 
3 _ 
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and Kitty for Athlone. But let us con- 
ſider, that he was after drinking four 
bottles of claret: and how few young 
men are able to reſiſt a temptation, when 
that generous wine is boiling in their 
veins? Even men bf good ſenſe, when 
over-heated with liquor, are apt to fall 
them to ridicule, and of which they are 
aſhamed ever after. People of cold ima- 
ginations are beſt able to ſteer themſelves 
through the various ſcenes of life; as 
they have not ſpirits enough to raiſe a 
tempeſt about them. Hence it is, that 
they ſeldom fall into any extravagancies : 
they have, indeed, but few faults; and 
it muſt be allowed, on the other hand, 
that they have as few virtues. 


About the hour of twelve, when la- 
bourers take a nap under hedges, when 
cooks beſtir themſelves, and jacks ſcream 
under the hands of mercileſs kitchen- 
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ſellor Loyd with a card, praying the fa- 
vour of that gentleman to come to Ran- 
dalftown, upon ſome occaſion that re- 
quired his preſence. (It was in fact to 

draw the articles of intermarriage be- 
tween Charles and Miſs Stapleton.) 


Philip having delivered his meſſage, 
told Mr. Loyd, that he would be glad to 
ſpeak to him in a private place. The 
counſellor brought him into a back par- 
Jour: © Pleafe your honour,” ſays Philip, 
have an affair upon my hands with a 
& woman of high-life; and I would be 
glad to know, whether, if we would 
© buckle together, I could be entitled to 
«© her fortune, which is about two hun- 
«© dred pounds.” 


« Am I acquainted with her?“ ſays 
Mr. Loyd, ** perhaps you chuſe to con- 
& ceal her name.” Philip whiſpered him. 
«© Upon my reputation,” ſaid the coun- 
ſellor, © ſhe is of a good family.“ Ay, 
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<« pleaſe your honour,” cried the groom, 
& ſhe is as well-bred a woman, it is not 
229 as any from this to Dro- 
85 : ſhe was | lord R—s 
„ 
<c ſiſter to the dancing-maſter that lived 
“ in Pudding-row. Her grand-dam was 
e the famous Black-Beſs, that kept the 
«© 'Three Jolly Sailors, as your honour 
I 6 WE A-eny 3 and her 
great grand-dam was brought over _ 

« from England by the earl of A—.” 


whether he had any news from Randal- 
ftown ?” - Why, pleaſe your honour,” 
anſwered the client, we are to have 
da wedding next Sunday: the colonel 
«© and my maſter have made up matters; 
and cur young lady is as friſky as 2 
« kid in the month of Apr. She came 
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& the cook about ſweet-meats, and bak- 
% ed-meats, and ſtewed-meats ; and ſhe 
< would have ftaid longer there, if the 
«© gardiner of Springfield had not come 
c for a ſnuff- box which his miſtreſs left 
«© in my maſter's room. So when he 
© told us that Mr. Waldron, 
« Miſs Kitty, and Mr. Charles were 
4 gone to Athlone, I will be d——d 
© but ſhe changed colour and flew out 
© of the kitchen, as if one had given her 
&© a box on the ear. I have known her, 
ce pleaſe your honour, to bleed at the 
cc noſe, when Mr. Charles would only 
cc look at the chamber-maid.” 


lawyer ſtepped into his library, where he 
detained Philip, who was well plied with 
brandy, cloſe upon an hour. This faith- 
ful meſſenger, after having received ſuch 
inſtructions as were thought neceſſary for 

ſurmounting every obſtacle that lay in his 
Ways 
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card. | 


n 

© wait upon him, as he is under a neceſſity 
c 

* Aſhgrove, May 3oth, 176g.” 


At dinner, the doctor and the chap- 
lain fell into a fierce diſpute, about the 
ty of the ſoul; which would have ended 


— — — r eee — — 


721 

«© Mapau, 
© Yofterday morning I took the liberty to 
© write to your worthy father, and ac- 
<< guainted him with a ſecret which I never 
„ communicated to any one but himſelf ; and 


2m SHINS ata no anſwer, 
I reſolved never to write either to him or 


*© to any other perſon on the ſame ſiubejct. 


© This, therefore, is a congratulatory letter, 


© and as fuch I hope it will meet with a 
„ more favourable reception. | 


& Though I never ſhall aſpire to your love 
Ur alas! to what puryoſe ?] yet I. flat- 
56 ter myſelf that I have ſome claim to your 
cc ip, as I endeavour to flifle a vie- 


9 lent paſſion, which, at this functure, would 


** only ſerve to diſturb the felicity you enjoy 
** in the profpett of being ſhortly united, to 
** one of the handſomeſt and moſt accompliſh- 
* ed young men in the kingdom. May you 
«© and he be happy together / 

„ Though 
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c Though I laved you yeſterday, and love 
cc you this moment with an ardour inexpreſ- 
c ble ; yet I have your welfare ſo much at 
& heart, that I could hardly wiſh you ſhould 
© prefer myſelf to Mr. FrrzGerRALD; 
Manger cram age wy age 
% in point of fortune, is, perhaps, the only 
4 man in the univerſe worthy of ſech a trea- 
& ſure, as the dear Miſs STAPLETON. 


- How much you deſerve ts be praiſed fo 
7 | laws 


<« part of your ſex of their precious liberty! 
© Love will for the future be conſidered as a 
6 neceſſary ingredient in marriage; and 
<< beauties, yet unborn, will bleſs the diſin- 
_ © terefled angel of Randalſinun that gave 
„ them ſuch a ſhining example. 1 am run- 

© ning over my books in order to 
% furniſh myſelf with ſuch remedies as are 
2 neceſſary for a deſponding lover. Permit 


— 


ne, therefore, of Lada 1 15 
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228 to be preſent at the celebration of 
your nuptials, and to aſſure you, that no 
_ 2 
& Your moſt obedient, . - 

% And moſt humble ſervant, 
{© David BxRMINGHAM.” 

* Bermiogham-Hall, May goth, 176g." 


© Philoſophical books l“ cried the 
doctor, © it is all a farce. Mr. Ber- 
„ mingham ought rather to conſult a 
& phyſician. Love is a diſeaſe not of 
<© the mind but of the body, a diſeaſe 
< which we inherit from Adam and Eve, 
22. 
„ ing to the different temperaments of 
< thoſe that are poſſeſſed with it: In 
«© men of wit it is madneſs ; in block- 
< heads it is downeight folly : fome it 
<< inclines to ſpeculation ; others it in- 
6 cites to practice: in young virgins 
*. is Bhe. gentle fan-thine; in 


<« ſprightly widows, it is a flaming fur- 
© nace: it humbles the fierce and cho- 
<« lerick; 


C75] 

cc lerick; to the ſanguine it gives a 
C wonderful aſſurance, and to the phleg- 
% matick an immoderate appetite : of 
* which we have a ſtrong inſtance be- 
2 I am ſatisfied to forfeit my 
<© reputation, gentlemen, if our chap- 
< lain is not in love with Mrs. Cham- 
4 bers.” 


Mr. Peterman bluſhed and looked 
ſheepiſh, for in reality he doated on the 
widow, but without any other view than 
the lawful of her in marriage : 
ſhe, on the other hand, had conceived a 
ſtrong averſion from his reverence ; inſo- 
much, that ſhe could not hear his name 
and her's mentioned together without 
falling into a paſſion. Accordingly, 
when the doctor had done ſpeaking, ſhe 


ſtarted up from Mr. Stapleton's pillow, 


„ 
Da fen 


and cried aloud with a voice that reſem- 


761 


I tell you, Mr. Peterman, that I 
_ will not bear your impertinence any 

* longer. To be ſure the doctor muſt 

«© ways: I cannot go to the kitchen, go 
** to the garret, go to the dairy, go any 
© whine, bet you ce at ay books, Do 
© you imagine, fir, that I like ſuch an 
= agilh fllow as you, honld be deng- 
ling after me with your | 
< tation, at ok of View, 
and book of Proverbs, and Detronno- 
* my, and what not? 


I read the bible, fir, as well as you, 

„ and the Lord be praiſed no body can 
& fay black is your eye to me. I am as 
& honeſt a woman as any of your name. 
«© The whole houſe may bear witneſs 
& that I do not care the toſs of a rap for 
c all mankind. It is not but better men 
than you have made propoſals to me, 
* fince my poor huſband departed this 

cc 
life, 
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66 life, but I as deaf did not hear, and was 
„ as one dumb not opening his mouth. O 
*© Lord! deliver me from mine enemies, and 
< my lips ſhall extol thy praiſe.” 


ed at her audaciouſneſs (as he termed it} 
ſneaked away with a viſible mixture of 
ſhame and anger in his face, and went di- 


realy to the pariſh-prieſt's, where he had 


equality in point of fortune is, perhaps; 
as neceſſary for the preſervation of friend- 
amongſt the clergy ; without it, how 
often do we ſee-the higheſt eſteem dege- 
nerate into coolneſs and contempt, men 
of merit ridiculed, and the neareſt relati- 
ons kicked out of doors? 


W - 
caſioned ſome laughter. The doctor 
D 3 — 
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vr eber of la 10 
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2 . 
up- 


The land] 

| 

* dlady hearing that M 

fo Haden with How — 

-- TOR 

| SE. | 4 

=o s the young 

lady that you were conſined to your 


© hed 
3 r EHE e 


8 
mak” 


dy, 
, „ 
”s breadth 
—_ 


4% 
„ ann. W 
ater does not agree 
with me, 3 "tis my au 


liquor. 


« liquor. I have the moſt delicate con- 
« ftitution in the world: what it is to 
de bred too tenderly! Will your la- 
«© dyſhip be pleaſed to ſtep into the 
«© preen-room ? Tue the beſt bloom 
«© tea in the kingdom. But I beg your 
6 ladyſhip's pardon for the diſorder we 
« are in: you would be ſurpriſed, ma- 
dam, at all the company we had this 
morning going to the review of Ath- 
* lone. | 


« Mr. Fitzgerald, Mr. and Mifs 
% Waldron, had a bottle at the door 
here before ſeven o'clock. But to be 
© ſure, madam, there was no ſmiling or 
„ ogling between the young folks. 1 
% never tell any tales out of ſchool. 
Little meddling, they ſay, hath great 
<c reſt. It has been a rule with me from 
<< the time that a yard of cotton made 
«© me a gownd, to mind my own affairs 
« and ſay nothing. | 


D 4 «1 
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If Mr. Charles is in love with her, 
'<6 *tis no concern of mine; but I am 
© ſure the more fool he is for his pains. 
There was a ſervant-maid here a while 
«© azo from Springfield that told us he 
«© and ſhe were kiſſing and ſmuggling in 
« the kitchen this morning, and that 
« Miſs Waldron had not a ſtitch on but 
her dicky. My Saviour ! how im- 
„ modeſt young women are .now-a- 
% days! I ſwear to you, madam, that 
“ for ſix weeks after I was married, I did 
not ſuffer my huſband to come near 
<©< me. 


«© Why, John, ſays I to our draw- 
er, how can this be? Is not he to be 
married next Su to the greateſt 
% beauty in all Leinſter? God help 
= your head, miſtreſs, ſays John, 

you don't know but Mr. Charles 


(8 ] 
* to be ſure the young gentleman is be- 
“ witched, and it is a pitty.” 


dropped from the 

a a dagger in Miſs Staple- 
ton's breaſt; and though ſhe ſaid nothing 
that could diſcover her uneafineſs, yet 
was it fo legible in her face, that Mrs. 
Chambers thought it full time to admi- 
niſter ſome conſolation to her. 


4 By my troth, madam,” ſays the cha- 
ritable houſe-keeper, © I am greatly 
« miſtaken if Mr. Fitzgerald is not a 
& traitor : God forgive me for thinking 
« ſo! The letter that was ſent to him 
<< at ſun-riſe——but I am going too far 
* ——If your lelpliy ders not _pow- 
© miſe”——< Do not fear,” ſays Miſs 
Stapleton, „ I have firmneſs enough to 
** keep a ſecret.” 


CE reſumed Mrs, 
| Ds &© coachman . - 


[82 ] 8 
te coachman of Springfield brought Mr. 
4 Hanlon a- ſide this morning, and pray- 
<< ed the favour of him to deliver a let- 
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ec my troth, madam, I reſolved never to 
« ſhew it to you) I followed Mr. Han- 
« jon to the ſtable, and made the door 
« faſt for fear any one ſhould be liſten- 
«© ing to us. Mr. Hanlon, as you are 
«© man of honour, fays F'—_— 


The widow could go no farther, for 
the landlord, Mr. Nicholas Whelan, 
came to the door, N ee 
to the ground for Miſs Stapleton, told 
her ladyſhip that there was a fad diſap- 
 pointment 3 that the review was put off 
for a few days, and that the bucks were 
ready to bite their nails: but, madam, 
ſays he, you will have as much com- 
5 pany to-night, as if you were in Ath- 
i horſemen going to your houſe z and I 
« think there was one poſt-chaiſe.” 


« Pray, fir,” fays Mrs. —— 
repli- 
ed 


have you ſeen any of the 
Springfield?“ „ 


te 


WW 

ed the inn-keeper, but T have been 
<© told a good way this fide of Athlone, 
<< that they ſtruck into the road to Kil- 


„ beggan ; and one of their ſervants 
„ ſaid, as I have been informed, that 


* „ e far as Kinnegad this 


It is ſurpriſing with what ſpirit ſhe 
behaved among ſuch a deal of company, 
if we conſider that at the ſame time, 
her boſom aked with a complicated paſ- 
ſion made up of love, jealouſy and deſ- 
pair. After ſupper, the ſung all her fa- 
vourite ſongs : with ſome ſhe danced, 
for others ſhe played-on the harpſichord : 
in a word, ſhe put forth all her latent 
powers (for ſometimes ſhe was thought 
too grave) and exerted herſelf with ſuchi 


$346,907 


— wat IT 
— . 7 


1 all the gueſts 
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looked at her with ſomething more than 
admiration ; each of them allowing that 
ſhe was not only the moſt beautiful, but 
ing young woman in the univerſe. 


About two o clock in the moriiing, 


When clouds are checguer d with the BY 
Hud every aii grows upon the ht 


the unfortunate hero of this hiſtory rap- 
ped at the Red Lion, and aſked the go- 
vernor, who came to the door in his 
night-cap, whether he could offlige him 
with a bed? adding, that he was quite 
overcome with fleep, as he had not had 
0 


e all dis an 
there was not a bed in his houſe but was 
taken up: © for,” fays he, I have no 
„ leſs than ſixteen ſervants here, whoſe 

* maſters, 


[8] 


tied at the inn, and ſome of the wits, 


J 881 
ce porters, and coblers; but among gen- 
© tlemen of your rank, who are admit- 
* ted into the politeſt company, and 
have a ſhare of high as well as low- 
< life, it is altogether unpardonable. 
God Almighty, whom we ſhould look 
upon as greater than any peer of this 
© realm, is groisly affronted when we 
ee take his name in vain; and, gentle- 
© men, we ſhould not be guilty of it; 
e though we had no other motive than 
« to avoid the imputation of ill- man- 
© ners. Wine and punch have ſuch 
ailing charms, that to commit a 
«© meaſiife excuſable ; but ſwearing is a 
« barren fin that produees- no fort of 

„ 


&© By G—d, honeſt Nich.“ faid one 
time in London, you can 8 5 
«yell as Whitheld himſelf. 2— 8 
«. why did not you ſtudy the law ? 

© Dam——n 
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„Damn n ſeize me but you would 
- make one of the ableſt hanyffers in the 
« Four-Courts.” 


Mrs. Whelan, who had mixed a little 
ſpirit with her water at ſupper, was much 
pleaſed with the encomiums beſtowed on 
her huſband : ©* Why, fir,” ſays ſhe, 
«© you may take my word for it, that 
Nich. got very good education. His 
„ parents intended him for the church. 
I aſſure you, fir, that he was the com- 
© lieft young man in the dioceſe. Our 
© pariſh-prieft is very fond of Mr. 
*© Whelan, though whenever they fit 
© together, my huſband has the upper- 
© hand of him.” 


In drinking, I ſuppoſe,” ſaid the 
Londoner. Not at all, fir,” replied 
the landlady, . to do the prieſt juſtice, 
© I know no man that can equal him 
seither in eating or drinking: but I 
% mean, fir, arguing. My Nich. is as 

*© keen 


[9g] 
4 keen a fellow as any within ten miles 
* of us: by the Royal Charlotte, I 
«© would not have married him, if I had 
« not known that he was a man of 


« ſcholarſhip.” 


* By G—4,” fays the lacquay, © you 
© take too much liberty with her ma- 
«© jeſty: her name, madam, ſhould not 
© be mentioned on every trifling occaſi- 
„ on : it is what my maſter calls cinem 
% ie majeſiatem. I have ſeen her at her 
% own palace-gate more than twenty 
t times; and totteration to me, but ſhe 
6 is the fineſt woman in England.” 


„What! you lick-plate whelp,” cri- 
ed the landlady, do you take upon 
« yourſelf to juridx me? Do you know 
* that my great-grand-mother's grand- 
« aunt was ſiſter to the earl of Barri- 
«© mare ? I believe no jackanapes ſhould 
* cock up his noſe to me.” 


[9] 


Scrub, not being uſed to ſuch lan- 
guage from an inn-keeper's wife, fell in- 
to an exorbitant paſſion, and called his 
landlady a brimſtone wh——e, upon 
which Philip Hanlon, having Mrs. Whe- 
lan's honour at heart, knocked him down 
with a pewter-tankard. All the party- 
coloured phalanx ſtood up. The fight 
was dreedful. Neither the Battle of 
Clontarf, nor the Battle of the Chaunters, * 
nor any other battle that ever was fought 
of the Red Lion: but as the pariſh 
ſchool-maſter hath given an accurate 
deſcription thereof in lofty hexameters ; 
we ſhall give no further account of it 
here, but refer our readers to that im- 


Which the editor has thought proper to annex, 
together with ſome other pieces wrote by the author 
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early from the prieft's; and as his 
way was by the Red Lion, he was the 
firſt that gave an account at Randal- 
ſtown of the bloodieſt battle that ever 
was recorded in hiſtory. The report in 
a moment reached the garret, where 


[ 94] | 
lan, lay together on a flock-bed. The 
widow was frightened out of her wits : 
ſhe threw on her night-gown haſtily, 


O dear Miſs Stapleton” (thus ſhe 
broke out) are you awake? No 
e doubt, your ladyſhip muſt have 
c dreamed of blood-ſhed and murther. 
«© Did you hear that Mr. Hanlon was 
& killed at the Red Lion? Do you 
c know that he was knocked down by 
«© a parcel of cut-throats with the but- 
« end of a fuſee? O madam, it is an 
© abominable thing. But who is this 
4 you have got here? Lord bleſs us 
&© have you the hartſhorn about you? I 
<< am ſure I ſmell ſomething: there muſt 
tc be a man or a cat in the room.” 


| Miſs Stapleton unveiled her large, 
black eyes, and ſaw Mr. Charles Fitz- 


gerald ftretched at full length, in a death- 


like 


[ 9s] 
and fome other paſſions of a tenderer na- 
ture, ruſhed upon her all at once, and 
ſtruck her ſpeechleſs. 


. Bleſs me !” ſays Mrs. n 
© have not you a great deal of patience ? 
Do not you ſee the rogue, the ruffian, 
& the villain ? Tate los be eons to 
« your ladyſhip's bed with an evil de- 
«© fign. By the bible of CM -t I would 
<< ſtrangle him this moment, were it not 
© that I never could handle any man's 
* ſkin ſince my poor Adam died.” 


The young lady, now riſen, aſked her 
with a melancholy ſort of ſmile, © whe- 
«© ther ſhe could not handle ſuch a fair 
& ſkin as Mr. Fitzgerald's ?” 


[96] 
©© we know but he is married to her? 
At leaſt, in all appearance, he never 
<< will be married to your ladyſhip.” 


& Indeed, dear Lucy,” fays Miſs 
Stapleton, © I am perſuaded he never 
© will ; and therefore I ſhall not ſcru- 
© ple to take my leave of poor Charles: 
<< this, perhaps, is the laſt time that I 
© ſhall be permitted to embrace him.” 
With that ſhe kneeled by the bed-ſide, 
with tears. 


After having made this precious offer- 
ing, which eaſed her heart in ſome mea- 
ſure, (and which obliged the modeſt wi- 
dow to ſhade her face) ſhe repaired to her 
father's chamber, in order to aſk his bleſ- 
ſing, and found him ſeated in his arm- 
chair, where ſhe had not ſeen him for 
ſome time before. 


(97 J 


This pleaſing fight brought the blood 
into her face : ſhe hung upon his neck, 
and faid every thing that filial love could 
ſuggeſt to her. Nor was the old gentle- 
man backward on this oceaſion; he bleſ- 
ſed her a thouſand times, and ſaid he 
hoped to ſee her in a few months one of 

e happieſt women in the province of 


« Sir,” ſays Miſs Stapleton, << I ſhall 


< think myſelf happy enough while I 
& remain under your care ——ſhe ſaid 
no more; for colonel Fitzgerald came, 
as uſual, to. give his friend the good- 
morrow, and acquaint him with a 
he had conceived to bring lord K : 
the privy counſellor, and one or two 
more of the gentlemen to Summer-hill, 
in order to ſhew them his new improve- 
ments. Accordingly, after breakfaſt, the 
company went off, all charmed with the 
young lady, whoſe ſprightly wit (not to 

E. mention 
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mention her beauty) was enough to give 
a reliſh to the moſt ordinary entertain- 
ment. 


Our fair heroine being now diſengag- 
ed, returned to her father, who placed 
her at his right hand, and ſpoke to her 


„ and as 
& have a large fortune, the world will, 
* no doubt, think your huſband the 
„ happieſt man upon earth. I would 
r 
for, to ſay the truth, I fancy you 
« want ſome of the qualifications that 
« are neceſſary to make the married 
c ſtate comfortable. | 


I have obſerved, not without con- 
Mike” Jagu? ow buragt ng carer 
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cc ſuch notions and ideas, as are diame- 
ce trically oppoſite to thoſe that a good 
* houſe-wife ſhould entertain. 


&* Your Morning Reveries, your Pa- 
e radiſe Loſt, and your Pope's Homer, 
„ can be of no ſervice to you when you 
are placed at the head of a family. I 
<< confeſs it becomes a young woman to 
<< be ſomewhat ſtudious, to talk of taſte, 
and affect thoſe ſoftneſſes, which the 
© fine arts inſpire (how many ſuch pre- 
c tenders have we known of either ſex !) 
2 

& jt is her buſineſs to ſet up the ſtandard 
«© of care, to plunge vigourouſly into 
© the world, and ſo to think and act 
«© upon every occaſion, as if ſhe were 
«© created for no other end than to make 
© a fortune. : 


e You will not have a larger incoine 
than ſome of your neighbours, and 
therefore you ſhould imitate them by 

E 2 „ firiking 
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<< ſtriking as many of the ſocial virtues 
& out of yourſelf, as you poſſibly can, 
< and filling up their niches with often- 
© tation, ill-nature, penury, pride, and 
<< other genteel imperſeQtions that be- 
< Jong to ſome ladies of diſtinction. 


: *: lo aot-is my power ws bend you 
5 into all the ſecret walks of 


e 
* which is, to be as tenacious of every 
5 thing you poſleſs, as if you were to 
„ 
— — 
t good againſt ſeveral diſorders: and if 
your fleſh-meat ſhould ftink ſo that 
«© it to the beggars. 


In order to ſpare your wine-cellar, 
« (of which you muſt have always the 


[01] 


pocket forget to 
== n 
1 dinner 
„key in your 2 | 

«« retire immediately 


3 relati- 
& u all your poor y 
« You muſt treat , ack of 
- 0 ek 
: ? rn if a reduced 
- 9 
« ſufficient 


your table, 
ited to you 1} 
«© gentleman be admitted > 
ſure to give him nothi 


: 5 
Though I would adviſe you 
maT: 3 1 
* copiouſly , „ becauſe. it wif 
- = yet I 22 
- ck 3 or twice 
«© a-miſs if you ce = 
< exey dy; which would code you 
« & tor nat, to fon your 
t N 
« deſerved ＋ 
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* company, and to ſcold your huſband 
«* into reaſon, if you found him inclin- 
sed to extravagance.” 


ts KT ee X AA 
nically, ** that I ſhall have no occaſion 
«© for your excellent inſtructions, as I am 
«© not fully determined to change my 
4 condition: at leaft I ſhall take ſome 
«© time to conſider before I wed myſelf 
22 I can juſtly 


. rod)“ 


* Do you mean Charles Fitzgerald?“ 
ſays the ſquire. 


I do mean Charles Fitzgerald,” re- 


This diſcourſe would have continued 
longer, if Mrs. Chambers had not ruſh- 
ed in upon them with a face of terror, 

ſuch as a milk-maid wears, when after 
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running the length of a field from a 
prowling dragoon, ſhe puts herſelf under 
UF 


W fays ſhe, it is impoſſible for 
* me to remain any longer in your 
% houſe. I hope your worthip will give 
— Os > Wy > 

«+ neſty.” | 


erer. 
Stapleton. 


The Lord bleſs your foul fr,” re- 
plied the widow, ©* you never offended 
«© me; on the contrary, you always 
© wiſhed me a well as you did my poor 
* huſband, though he was your wor- 
* ſhip's fofter-brother : but your chap- 
„ lain (God forgive him) is always per- 
«© ſecuting me. This moment, as I 
was coming up ftairs, he thruſt a 
<< love-letter, and his odious hand along 
** with the letter, into my boſom (ſav- 

| "4 <« ing 
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« ing your preſence) and deſired me to 
„ read it. 


«© Mr. Peterman ! ſays LL, no man 
ever touched my ſkin except yourſelf, 
* and Adam Chambers: and by my 
<« troth I never will reſt, ſays I, until 
I ſhew your paltry love-letter to my 
«© maſter. To be ſure, pleaſe your wor- 
< ſhip, tis a fine time of day for me 
*© who am cloſe upon thirty, to be li. 
© ing to ſoft ſpeeches : I was born in 


i doubt, I have ſome of it in my con- 
<« ftitution.” 


| Mr. Stapleton put on his ſpeQacles 


with all the e 


lows: 


«© Mapan, 


* 1 hl mt pings ins the ts of 


* 7 


10851 
4e bolts out of the hands. of the Almighty ; 
e but, verily, I may venture to ſay, that 
&* thou ſeemeſt not to be one of the elt; for 
& grace; thy heart is hardened like Phara- 
4 obs; the locufls have already preyed on thy 
* faireſt fruits, and thou art in danger of 
„ 


| & Frankly muſt 1 own, that I have once 
| "* Jeled ayer thee wad fone gion, — 
4 with chaſtity, madefly, taciturnity, and 
| © other virtues appertaining unto thy ſex ; 
222. 
% na, a woman is a fickle, variable 
thing. Which words to thee may be juſt- 
* 3 _ fir inflad of the graur dud 
| * circumſpet? demeanour of a matron, thou 
. 


1 
gen; ** 
5 * thy 
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4 thy ſings and goftures eiten, with other 
© evident marks i which thou 
<< hot ſhewn in and about this houſe foxce the 
** day before yeſterday. 


<< JW hat fort of converſation haſt thou had 
*© with Philip in the flable? Def thou 
© know that the poſtilion was, at that time, 
* hooking down upon the flage from the ſum- 
mit of the hay-loft # Qui ſe jungit 
<< fornicariis erit nequam : putrido & 
e vermes hzreditabunt illum, & tolle- 
* tur de numero anima ejus. That is to 
* Whatever woman keepeth com- 
i pany with jockies and grooms, will 
< become naught : the p and rot- 
© tineſs will be her portion; and her 
' Rul wilt be frack out of the Bit of the 
<< bleſſed. 


* is not thy defamation, but thy refor- 
„ mation that I aim at by this letter; where- 
«© fore I would have thee keep it to thyſelf. 
„ I would have giuen thee a TN 
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«© by word of mouth, were it not that I ne- 
«© ver converſe familiarly with any. perſon 
4 whom: I think unworthy of my friendſhip. 


<< FHiwever, as I have ſtill a greater va- 
< ue for thy foul than thou thyſelf ſeemeft to 
22 J earneſtly exhort thee to become a 
« ſincere penitent, to quit the paths of fin, 
© to purge out the old leaven, to caſt off the 
Whos {ns 
1 


e 
«© geſt the aſſiſtance of heaven. | 


« 0 
« fy ſeen of them that love her, and found. 
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Mrs. Chambers _—_— wy 
often during the peruſal of this letter, 
and would have ſwooned away (for ſhe 
was bred with women of quality) if ſhe 
had not wiſely conſidered that a fainting- 
fit might be looked upon as the effect of 
a guilty conſcience. 


O fir,” ſays the, throwing 
upon her knees, © will you ſuffer my 

ö By a 
© bedeſtroyed by that ſycophant? What 
„other friend have I beſides your wor- 
„ ſhip? It is malice, I fay „E. 
„FTI take my oath it is 
“ malice, l 
46% him. What had I to do with Phil. 
<< Hanlon ? Did I ever fit with him? 
Did I ever drink with him? To be 
«© ſure I would ſpit in the fellow's face, 
jf he offered me the leaſt violence.” 


herſelf 


Upon 
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had a criminal commerce with that 
« praceleſs raſcal, Hanlon, I ſhall con- 
< trive to give you a puniſhment ſuita- 
© ble to your miſdemeanour : for I can- 

© not endure any impudent trollop.” 
widow, ** fir, you may call your trol- 
e Jops about you. I have as honeſt fleſh 
«© upon my back as any woman of your 
«© name, fir. If I had been in bed all 
de laſt night with Mr. Charles Fitz- 
gerald, as your daughter was”—— 


« What! my daughter in bed with 
* him F. fays Mr. Stapleton, © is this 
« true, Sally ?” 


| le © Þ b roy Wenn Bee Fa 
96 ſure 


„„ Yan 
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© You are ſure,” cried her father, 
making an effort to riſe off his chair, 
and giving her a box, what are you 
<< ſure of, you confounded flut, but that 
© you are debauched ? Are you now de- 
«* termined to change your condition? 
„Where is your South of France, and 
5 all the hypocrites of your ſex! As 
„ for you, Mrs. Chambers, I believe 


«© May God reward you, fir,” ſays 
the widow, © to be ſure I am as honeſt 
«© poor woman as ever breathed ; for 
« when I found them together this 
% morning, why, ſays I to her ladyſhip, 
© to be ſure he came to your bed with 
© a bad intention: and how do we 
„ know, ſays I, but Mr. Charles Pitz - 
„ gerald is married to Miſs Waldron ? 
„and it was not without reaſon, pleaſe 


** your 
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% your worſhip, that I ſaid ſo; for peo- 
6 ple begin to ſuſpe& that Mr. Charles 
6 is all in all with her 


Pray, good woman,” ſays Charles, 
who happened to overhear what ſhe ſaid 
as he was opening the chamber-door, 
© who told you that I was married to 
* Miſs Waldron, or that I was ſo inti- 
<< mate with her.” 


I ſay nothing, fir,” replied the wi- 
dow, but what I can maintain. And 
now, pleaſe your worſhip, as the gen- 
„ tleman himſelf is here, Pl take the 
« Bible before his face, that I found 
«© him in bed with her ladyſhip. Your 
** worſhip will never find me in a lye.” 


* Thou belliſh bawd l ſays Charles, 
© no body ever found, or ever ſhall find 
me in bed with her: Kitty Waldron 
** has too much virtue to admit any man 

46. to 
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* to her bed without knowing for 
«© what.” 


Theſe words were attended with a 
kick, and a flap on the chops, which 
knocked Mrs. Chambers's head againſt 


the Md 


« What! you ſhameleſs ſcoundrel,” 
ſays the *ſquire, brandiſhing his cane, | 
* r 


«© Shameleſs — anſwered 
Charles, elinching his fiſt and aiming it 
at the *ſquire's head, © is no fit appella- 
ic tion for a gentlemati. I have a mind, 
* by G—4, to drive all your rotten 
teeth down your throat.” 


% Vile barbarian l cried Miſs Sta- 
you going to murther my poor old fa- 
ther? Your intrigue with Miſs Wal- 
© dron is no ſecret to me I could 


( 114 ] N 
„ ſhew you undeniable proofs of it this 
«© moment, if I had a mind——dor't 
© provoke me any further withdraw 
© whilſt you may, and let me never ſee 
your face any more.“ 


— 

Madam, fays Charles, you 
have abuſed me groſsly; but that old 
« fox,” pointing to her father, muſt 
« anſwer for it. I defy you to prove, that 
© made love, directly or indirectly, to 
< Miſs Waldron. Do you think that I 
& cannot ſee the drift of this new ma- 
% chination? Your father and you 
* have a mind to break with me: but 
& be it known to you, madam, that I 
&© am not ſo far gone as not to be able 
& to abſent myſelf from Randalſtown. 
« By G—d Pl! marry Kitty Waldron 
„ hefore I ſleep. Little as her fortune 

& js, ſhe has enough to make me hap- 
«© py——if I could be happy with any 
& one but with you, dear dear Sally | 
e Farewell! But let me look at you 

s once 


1 

4 once more You have the beauty 
of an angel, but then your pride is 
„ enough to damn a million of ſouls.” 
So ſaying, he thundered down ftairs, 
gemuit ſub pondere cymba, the whole houſe 
ſhook under his feet. 


mad-man to Dublin ; but whether with 
a view to marry Miſs Waldron, with 
whoſe inclinations he was acquainted, 
| e e 


lady, after having had an hour's dif- 
courſe with her father, went to conſult 
an old ſolitary oak that ood in 2 corn- 
er of the garden, while Mrs. Chambers 
was employed in putting on her beſt ap- 
eek, bs ike 6s Br Fave 

whom 
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whom we ſhall alſo pay a viſit, as he is, 
undoubtedly, one of my Oe ng 
characters in this hiſtory, 


This unfortunate champion was 
ſtretched in the inn-keeper's barn, not 
altogether breathleſs, but quite bereft of 
ſpeech and motion. Every one that came 
to ſee him deſpaired of his life, except 
ſurgeon Shamrock, who recommended 


[ x27 ] 
and her to get out of his ſight. 


The meſſenger returned without the 
prieſt, who had that morning gone to 
Mr. Samuel Peterman 
ley frnceing in the yellow-cocm. The 
women forſook their friend (as they ge- 
nerally do) in his laſt diſtreſs : even the 
ſurgeon himſelf quitted his poſt, and left 
his patient to the care of Providence. 
Then it was that the true ſpirit of Chri- 
ſtianity (not that which moveth the 
canting quaker) prompted Mr. Niholas 
Whelan to a charitable deed, which de- 
ſerveth to be recorded in letters of gold. 


the chaplain's hat and periwig, a bear- 
ſkin riding- coat, that belonged to a gra- 
ier from the county of Meath, and a 
huge pair of jack-boots, which his 
grand-father captain Timothy Whelan 
wore in the ſervice of James the ſecond, 
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when. king William, of glorious and im- 
mortal memory, reſcued the inhabitants 
of this kingdom from poverty, popery, 
and arbitrary power. 


In this diſguiſe (after having locked 
the barn-door) he approached the fick- 
man, who miſtaking him for father Law- 
rence, told him, as he had but a few mo- 
ments to live, that he would fain make 


— eamedns, ab. 


% Yes, my dear friend,” aid Nich. 
44] believe your ſand is almoſt out 

« your ſoul is ſhortly to appear before a 
«© judge that is as juſt as he's merciful 
<6 ——— that aweful moment is approach- 
„ing the fence between you and 
«© the next world is almoſt broke down, 
6s and you are juſt leaping into eternity. 


This is no time for triſſing. Em- 
* ploy the little remnant of life that re- 
mains with you like a true Chriſtian. 
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«© Make a general confeſſion of your fins, 
<< and conſider that you are not accuſing 
„ yourſelf to a poor prieſt of the church 
*© of Rome, who hath only a delegated 
_©© power; but to the king of kings, 
* who is liſtening to you, and who ſhall 
<< ftretch out his merciful hand in token 
e of forgiveneſs, if you call upon him 
<< from the bottom of your heart. 


% Surſum corda, my dear Philip! lift 
<< up your mind to heaven, and think 
<< that you are bidding a long farewel 
to all the joyous n ights, all the plea- 
4 ſurable days, all the ſports and paſt- 
e imes which you ſhared in this world. 


«© Can the liquor, which you ſwal- 
«© lowed as greedily as if nothing elſe 
«© were neceſſary for your ſalvation ? 
«© Can your whores, your cards or your 
dice, afford you any conſolation, or 
<< ſcreen you from the wrath of Heaven ? 
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© tential tear would be of more ſervice 
to you now, than all that ever you 
<© enjoyed, or even all that ever you 
© withed for. 


* Examine your conſcience, 
< lip! If you have taken any *. 


* How ofien have you drawn the blood 
* afreſh from the wounds of your Savi- 
< our, by taking his bleſſed name in 
1 


<« Ah, Philip! Philip ! if you eſcape 
„that abominable fin during your 


I | z I will not,” 

3 22 eee, ſeize me 
If ever 1 drink © deep of While 
«© whulft I breathe.” 


As 
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As we don't think it lawful to relate 
any more of what paſſed between the 
venerable father and his penitent, we 
ſhall wait on Mrs. Whelan, who, after 
ſhe had been turned out of the barn, 
green-room, and laid a bottle of Bor- 
deaux on the table, which could no more 
be compared to common wine, than the 
Ichor of the Gods to common blood ; for 
it was all ſpirit. 


Did you hear, madam,” ſaid the 
widow, *©* that young Fitzgerald was 
< kicked out of our houſe? The Lord 
„ bleſs me ! to be ſure I never ſaw the 
<c *ſquire in ſuch a paſſion. But if you 
„ knew as much as I do 


© I know a good deal,” ſays the land 
lady, © for my little Jenny was here a 
„ while ago. By the Royal Charlotte 
* if that graces villain had come to 
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I ſuch an amphi 
r's bed in > 
«© my daughter's . 833 . — 
< wi 2 - My believe 
4 er innocent: pong 
= os n 
« If the bed bend 8. much = 
e r 
nn 
„ have 
2 


bers, on 

ee dee Aa 
he word of an hon —_ 

= as many baſtards * 

cc he got ) theſe three years | 

« ſtock a charter-houſe. 

* would ſtock a ch 


5 « he 
* the widow, 

& And ſure, „en Mo 

cannot have luck 3 
5 — "rape ha 
252 _— = 
+ that Miſs Sally 5 
2 We expe&t David 
« Bermingham this afternoon.” 


&« And 


I 123 ] 


e And the chaplain told us,” ſays 
« Mrs, Whelan, *©* that Mr. Stapleton's 
« ſiſter was ſent for” —— 


ce Is the chaplain here yet? ſays 


&« He is, madam,” replied the landla- 
dy, my huſband and he have drained 
© the Royal Charlotte poor Peterman is 
© a very honeſt fellow.” 


% Honeſt, indeed l“ cried the widow, 
& the Devil is more honeſt than he. 
«© Take my word for't that he's a ſpy, 
«© an informer, a diſturber, and that he 
5 belies the ſervants.” 


<< It is not ſafe,” ſays Mrs. Whelan, 
eto mſperſe a clergyman's character; 

« and, madam, I did not think that you 
F 2 „ could 
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„ ana onde. 26 
„ garication. 


«© I muſt allow that the poſtilion is a 
© liar; for people ought not to believe 
«© their can eyes ſometimes: but Pl 
* „ OT WT CIS WAES: 
«© neſt man. 


© 1 Jock moon you, Mrs. Chambers, 
„ as a woman of ſtrict virtue; and to 
& be ſure an ounce of virtue is better 
& than a pound of gold. T'll fay fo 
<© much for myſelf, I would no more 
< permit a ſervant to take any liberty 
« with me, than I would put my hand 
& in the fire. Any gentlewoman that 
& would carry on a low intrigue with a 
low raſcal, is worſe than a common 
e profelite.” 


This edifying dif — 
ed, not by the chaplain, for he was faſt 
a- ſleep; nor by the drawer, W 
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cook-maid ; but by the reverend father 
confeſſor himſelf, who ruſhing into the 
room, like a madman, began to lay up- 
on the earl of Barrimore's deſcendant 
with ſuch fury, as cannot be well ex- 
preſſed. 


God convert you, you vile jade,” 
he cried, © was it not enough for you 
* to have defiled my bed with the horſe- 
«© rider, the ſurveyor, and the attorney's 
1 clerk ? but you muſt, in like manner, 

% carry on a filthy commerce with 


„ *ſquire Stapleton's groom. 


« My own cellar, my own barn, my 
© own bed-chamber have been witneſ- 
s fes of your infidelity. Can you deny 
„it? No, no, you copper-faced flut, I 
6s had it from his own mouth.” 


The landlady, whoſe active were 
equal to her paſſive qualifications, . took 
up a large china jordan from under the 

F 3 bed, 
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bed, and diſcharged it, not in the huſb- 
and's face, which ſhe aimed at, but on 
her goſſip's muſlin apron and gawze- 
handkerchief. Mrs. Chambers, who 
was too much nettled, before this ugly 
accident happened, to obſerve a ſtrict 
_ neutrality, flew at Mrs. Whelan with 


the rage of a tygreſs. 


As two fierce vultures on the Lybian plain 
With clatt ring wings a flubborn fight main- 
lain: 


So theſe fiercer animals cuffed and 
were torn down, the chairs were over- 
turned, and the unfortunate Fidelio, who 
had ſo often flattered his miftreſs's face, 
could not protect his own in this direful 
conflict : his gay, gilded frame was torn 
to pieces, and the glittering fragments 
cracked under the feet of the comba- 
tants. ; 


At 
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At length, Mrs. Chambers's fiſt came 
full on the pit of her adverſary's ſto- 
mach, and obliged that overcharged 
bowel to throw up a great deal of claret ; 
which Mr. Whelan miſtaking for her 
heart's blood, cried out with a dolorous 
voice : © Ah, you confounded whore, 
“ you have murthered my wife ! He ſe- 
conded theſe words with a ſtroak, which 
Mrs. Chambers returned with ſuch vig- 
our, that ſhe laid her pot-bellied anta- 
gonift flat on the floor. | 


T0 
tacked the victorious widow, who ſce- 
ing herſelf ſurrounded by iuch blood- 
hounds, gave a loud ſhriek ! 


« Dear Mr. Peterman ! will you ſee 
, me murthered 9” 


forth from the yellow-room, without ei- 
ther hat or wig, and layed about him in 
ſuch a manner, as left no room for be- 


lieving that love can be extinguified ol 
at once. 


The landlord was wedged in under 
were daſhed againſt each other; and ſur- 
geon Shamrock, who, from the begin- 
ning of the fray, ſat innocently ſmoak- 
ing out of a long Dutch pipe, had two 
of his fore teeth ſtruck out, and his pipe 
broke. Nothing could reſiſt the chap- 
lain : the houſe ſhook with the weight 
of his arm; like a loop in a hard gale, 

when 
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when her ribs crack with every buffet 
ſhe receives from the roaring water : and 
the paſſengers ſet up a lamentable cry. 
What could ſtop the fury of this con- 
queror ? 


God, who was pleaſed to ſay to the 
waters of the deep, thus far ye ſhall 
«© go, and no farther” ſent a favourite 
of his own, fir David Bermingham, ta 
the Red Lion. This gentleman had, 
beſides his lace and embroidery, ſome- 
thing ſo majeſtick in his deportment, 
that the chaplain could not behold him 
without awe. 


Mr. Whelan was dragged out from 
under the green-room-bed very much 
ſhattered. The landlady lamented the 
loſs of her blood, and her hair, which 
was a beautiful brown. The ſurgeon 
upon his parapet ; and the brawny hoſt- 

3 ler 
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er . with bis note as fiat an « 
pancake, 


Sir David adviſed them not to go be- 
fore a magiſtrate ; but to no purpoſe. 
'The landlord and his lady, ſurgeon 
Shamrock, and three of the ſervants, 
went (whether before or after night-fall 
we know not) to Randalſtown ; where, 
in the preſence of the ſquire, who ſate 
in his bed of juſtice, with the above- 


mentioned knight, and Miſs Stapleton, 
the publican's eloquent dame ſpoke as 


& T have lived, pleaſe your worſhip, 
<< ſixteen years on your land, and I de- 
* fie all mankind to ſay that I wronged 
any one of a pint of ſmall- beer. Vet 
„ both my huſband and myſelf have 


© been this day moſt cruelly abuſed and 
2 by your chaplain * 
“your houſe-keeper. 


JT 


(on). 


© My looking-glaſs that coſt one 
„ pound five ſhillings and eleven pence ; 
z my chairs and mohoga- 

ny tables, were ſmaſhed to pieces. I 
«< need not mention the blood that I 
ec loft; as noble blood, pleaſe your wor- 
cc ſhip, as any in Munſter. —If the earl 
«© of Barrimore knew that I was uſed in 
6 this manner 


| « ] was no match for Mrs. Cham- 


ec bers; for her ladyſhip that is preſent 
c can tell your worſhip, that I live the 


© moſt part of the year on pure ſpring- 


« water: and to be ſure if I had known 


c as much this morning as I do now, I 
cc would not have ſet myſelf on a level 
e with ſuch a laxiviaus baggage. 


„ Philip Hanlon declares (which my 
<« huſband is ready to diſpoſe upon oath) 
<« that ſhe was with him yeſterday morn- 
ing (Ering your preſence) in the fta- 


blo. 


[2] 
« ble. Your worſhip need not be ſur- 
<< priſed at it, for the woman is a true 
2 and to my certain know- 


© ledge the coachman and other folks 


f But I am myſelf a poor, honeſt, 
© endeavouring woman; and it is not 
* my buſineſs to ſpeak ill of zo body. 


« Your worſhip's groom is a thief, a 
<< liar, a drunkard, and a gameſter. He 
«© was tried at the afſizes of Trim for 
5 horſe-ſtealing ; and to be ſure he ne- 
C yer will die a good death. It was he 
ce that brought a letter yeſterday from 
& Aſhgrove, which Pl! take the Maſs- 
© book Miſs Waldron knew no more of 
„than the Pope of Rome.” 


* How can that be? ſays Miſs Sta- 
pleton. 


«© Why, pleaſe your ladyſhip,” repli- 
ed the landlady, that letter was forg- 
ed by counſellor Loyd; and * 
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«© the rogue Hanlon a hunting-ſaddie, 
* which is at my houſe, for getting it 
delivered into your ladyſhip's hands. 
*© And it was the counſellor that gave 
doctor Ridge's ſervant a good fat gui- 
<< nea for giving out that Mr. Fitzge- 
raid was killed in Dublin.” 


What this woman ſaid was confirmed 
by her huſband ; who told over the ſame 
ſtory with ſome additional circumſtan- 
ces, which made it clear that Hanlon 
and Mrs. Chambers deſerved to be hang- 
ed. 


up all that he heard, was juſt going to 
deſcant on the infidelity of ſervants, and 
when the butler came to let him know 
there was a great number of gentlemen 
at the door ; upon which he diſmiſſed 
the plaintiffs, with a promiſe to ſee their 
2 redreſſed. Colonel Fitage 


rald, 
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rald, Lord K—, the Privy Counſel- 
lor, the two Badgers, and the reſt of the 
company came ſtaggering into the ſick- 


'The young lady ordered a magnificent 
ſupper, whereof ſhe gave out the mate- 
rials with her own hands, as Mrs. Cham- 
ders had abdicated the government. 


The wine, Miſs Stapleton's beauty, 
and his Lordſhip's amorous diſpoſition, 
produced an infinite deal of wit and 
good-humour, on which we are not able 
to dwell at preſent, as we find our ſpi- 
rits gradually ſinking at the approach of 
thoſe melancholy ſcenes, which will ap- 
pear in the fifth and laſt Book of this 
Hiſtory. 
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BOOK V. 


AR V in the morning, before the 
hen-woman fed her poultry, or 
Bridget made up the dining-room, the 
hounds, horns, and horſe-men ; for Mr. 
Waldron of Springfield and ſome other 


promiſe 


75 

promiſe the day before, to treat Lord 
K—— and his friends, to the death of a 

The cavalcade was glorious to be- 
hold! Not a parcel of white-livered daſt- 
ardly fellows that tremble at the ſight of 
a foe; but a band of true patriotick he- 
roes, that marched along, with a full re- 
ſolution either to break their own necks, 
or to vanquiſh the enemy. 


At the hour of breakfaſt, Sir David 
Bermingham (who, as he was bred in the 
univerſity, had not yet acquired a taſte 
for hunting) Colonel Fitzgerald, the 
Doctor, and Miſs Stapleton, met in the 
ſquire's apartment. 


Gentlemen, ſays the Doctor, as 
„ my patient is on dry land, I ſhall take 
«© my leave of you · after breakfaſt. I 
thought to have the pleaſure of being 
<< at this young lady's wedding; but as 
«© all the favourable ſymptoms have diſ- 

appeared, 
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& appeared, I am afraid that affair will 
„ never come to a ſalutary criſis.” 


«© You will not blame me, Colonel,” 
ſays Mr. Stapleton, © as I can make 
ce it appear, that I have been impoſed 
upon by a rogue, who corrupted ſome 
«© of my ſervants with a view to make 
e both myſelf and my daughter conceive 
sa bad opinion of your ſon.” 


It was then reſolved, that Martin Mc. 
Clabby, the Doctor's ſervant, ſhould be 
ſummoned from the lower regions ; and 


Martin Mc. Clabby appeared with his 
uſual undauntedneſs. | 


“ Thou Jewiſh looking dog,” ſaid the 
Colonel, what made thee take a piece 
« of gold from Counſellor Loyd for 
c 


« Why, 
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4 Why, pleaſe your honour,” an- 
ſwered Martin, I took no gold from 
«© him: he gave me only a crown-piece, 
«© and I drank it in company with Phil. 
«© Hanlon at the Red Lion; by the 
«© ſame token my head was broke in 
the quarrel : but he told me, if I 
turned Proteſtant, that he would give 
«© mea free-hold ; and accordingly I am 
to renounce the errors of the church 
& of Rome next Sunday.” 


Do you believe, friend,” ſays Sir 
David, that there are errors in the 
cc church of Rome ?” 


I believe, pleaſe your honour,” an- 
ſwered Martin, that there are errors 
* in any church that can give no free- 
c holds.” 


« Impudent 
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” Doctor, 
© Impudent varlet en the 8 
© have not I offered 8 1 
| for — 
*© watch 


es 
It 1 


1 ; Doctor, 
reprobate !” cried the 
thee ped this moment 3 
me: — dit of my 
EY RO. 
& thou 
© bread.” 


Martin, uck his 
ſtruck 
having 
at — — the hiſſings 
the ſervants, like a ſoldier drum- 
22 


« Gentlemen,” 
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«© Gentlemen,” ſays Mr. Stapleton, 
I have one of the worſt neighbours in 
© the world. Mr. Loyd, from the time 
<< this girl of mine refuſed to marry him, 
© has made it his ſtudy to ſow diſſention 
«© between me and my beſt friends, and 
to breed diſturbances in my family. 
He has not only endeavoured to alie- 
<< nate my daughter's affections from a 
<< perſon that is dear to her; but has, 
in like manner, attempted to defame 
© another young lady, whoſe character 
<« is irreproachable, and who might diſ- 
& cloſe her moſt ſecret tranſactions with- 
s out forteiting the good opinion of the 
& public 


This letter, of which he is the au- 

„ thor, and which he ſent along with 
© my wicked groom, whom he bribed 
5 for that purpoſ., will ſhew you, gen- 

ei tlemen, that Mr. Loyd has as good 
“ talents 
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8 
any 

ents for forgery ne 
r 
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* it is a month fo you, 
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Mag eee 
2 
6 other 


5 were toge- 
enten, len be e 
Do you r 
« ther, OY OT OR, N 
came into Immer 
« hand. Can * 
ce ** 


[ 142 ] 


& But, in the name of Almighty Love, 
ce what are you doing in Randalftown? How 
< often have you told me that you hated that 
& ſtiff, floickiſh, prudiſh thing, as you call 
& her? She bewitched you, perhaps, with 
that harpfichard——But can no other in- 

* ſframent afford you any delight ? 


| % Now, my dear Aſcanius, (there's a 
2 % ſounding name for you) if you have a mind 
+ to be forgiven, if you expett any favour, 
&© you muſt wait upon me this morning to 
& Athlone. I ſhall paſs for your wife at the 
% afſembly ; and if any Conaught bloawze 
© makes an attempt upon you, by all that is 
„ audacious PII tear out her heart-ſtrings. 


Ian afraid you have ſame other goddeſs 
in the city fir God's ſake, Charles, 
e put me out of pain. Ihdeed, indeed I'll 
© run mad. I command you to come this 
* anna and pany your cn, — 

* KirTTY WaLDRoN.” 


4% p. S. I would 
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3 J would be glad you ſhould tel! 
4 Miſs Stapleton that you are to go with me, 
© as I know it would ver the filly creature.” 


© Now, gentlemen,” reſumed the 
*ſquire, © I leave yourſelves to judge 
* whether I am to blame for having 
© been angry with Mr. Charles Fitzge- 
&© rald; or whether the ſcoundrel who 
<< wrote this letter, and got it trankrib- 
© ed by a ſchool-miſtreſs that inſtructs 
* hes niece, does not deferve to be fe- 


<« yerely puniſhed.” 


© Puniſhed !” exclaimed the Colonel, 
© I am the man that will puniſh him 
© That will maul him—--What did the 
<« villain mean? Does he think that 
< Waldron or any upftart is a match for 
© me? Dear Dick! If this arm were 
5 as vigorous as it was when I killed the 
«© bully in Eſſex- ſtreet, and made his 
. 
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L have fil frength enough to make ex- 
„ amples of Waldron and 
© muſt ſee the ſun ſhine through their 
hs — leſs will ſatisfy 


& My dear couſin,” ſays Miſs Staple- 
ton, moderate your anger. Mr. Wal- 
* dron is innocent, and Mr. Loyd has 
<6 been ſo often cudgelled, that it is not 
os wan your whee io whe pour feed 
on him. Heaven forbid that any 
* Mend fhohs be feilled an any account. 
J am convinced, if it ſatisfies you, 
e that your ſon has ſome affection for 
© me; and if he marries any other 


* Marries !” cried the Colonel, 
* whom ſhould he marry ? He never 
** ſhall marry any one but you with my 


«© miſe you that I ſhall break his head.” 
, With 


(ws) 
that he put himſelf in a poſture of 
_ 6 


David Bermingham, * I fancy the Colo- 
<6 nel has but too much reaſon to be an- 
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«© tleman related to the Duke of Lein- 
„ ſter, the Earl of Weſtmeath, and 
© other antient peers of this realm, to 
„ fight a nouus homo, a fellow whoſe 
ce grand-father was only a trumpeter in 
King William's army. 


* What would the world ſay, if Co- 
<< lonel Fitzgerald, who fought a Gran- 
* dee in Madrid, a Knight of Malta in 
„the Luxenbourg-garden, and a No- 
© ble Duke behind Montague-houſe ; 
& I fay, what would every brave Hiber- 
nian think, if ſuch a man ſhould put 
«© himſelf on a level with a pettifogger, 
* who is deſpiſed even by his own bre- 
„ thren for not preſerving the appear- 
« ance of honeſty, and who hath not 
«© ſhewn his face in the Four-Courts 
* theſe three years paſt ? 


4 give you my word, fir, that I am 
more attached to your intereſt, than 
* ſome of your near relations, not be- 

5 cauſe 
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& cauſe I have a grand-mother of your 
«© name, but on account of your unex- 
*< ampled generoſity and the love you 
© bear to your country, which diſtin- 
*© guiſh you a great deal more than the 
<*© antient blood that runs in your veins. 


A poor, niggardly, mean-ſpirited 
<*© Nobleman is the moſt ridiculous of 
God's creatures. I am this very mo- 
*© ment to go to Dublin, in order to re- 
ceive ſome rents that are due to me on 
s the Batchelor's-walk; and as I am per- 
«© featly well acquainted with your ſon 
„ (he and I having been bed-fellows a 
cc year and a half in the College) I pro- 
& miſe you that before I ſleep I ſhall rea- 
e ſon with him (without touching upon 
<< Counſellor Loyd) in ſuch a manner, 
<< as ſhall reconcile him to his friends in 
<< this neighbourhood, and to his own 
„% happineſs. 


G 2 & Charles 


wn gu» 2-17 
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ſays he, what a gentle undulation is 
« about your heart | This, this is the 
«© right matrimonial pulſe. The long- 
© wiſhed-for hour is on its way. Hy- 
<< men approaches you with all the ſmiles 
of love: Hymen that was born in the 
„ ſuburbs of Heaven, and intended as a 
_ << blefling for all woman-kind. It is the 
e infallible panacea, the grand reſtora- 
<< tive, the true balſam of life. It re- 
pairs the ſmiles of withered maids, 
<«< electriſies old batchelors, and gives a 
«© new edition of ſuperannuated widows. 
«© It is a ſovereign remedy for coughs, 
conſumptions, aſthmas, old achs, 
« wandering pains, natural and unna- 
e tural longings, green-fickneſles, low- 
* neſſes of ſpirits, obſtructions, ſuppreſ- 
4 ſions, vertigoes, vapours, and head- 
« achs: it purifies the juices, envigo- 
<< rates the appetite, enlivens the fancy, 
«© concentrates the ſcattered affections of 
„the mind, refines the intellects, and 
„ quickens the conception.” 

G 3 This 
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This rhodomontade occaſioned a burt 
of laughter. The melancholy gloom: 
that hung over Miſs Stapleton being 
quite diſſipated, ſhe repaired to her toi- 
let, and put on a white pair of ſhoes, 2 
white petticoat, a green gown, a chec- 
quer apron, a filk handkerchief, and « 
plain coif: in a word, ſhe rurified her- 
ſelf all over in order to officiate as bride- 
maid at the wedding of her foſter- ſiſter, 
who, that afternoon, was to give her 


hand to the moſt amourous of ſwains, 


Gods ! how beautiful ſhe looked in 

this dreſs ! She was tall, ſlender and ex- 
quiſitely well-ſhaped ; her hair and eyes 
were black as jet; her face was all over 
one blaze of charms ; and her cheſt was 
ſuch as no human creature could behold, 
and live after. 


With 
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With her own milk-white hands ſhe 


ikewered the green geeſe, nor was the 
pudding made without her direction. 


As ſhe had a fine imagination (which, 
like that Indian inſect, carries its own 
light along with it) ſhe ordered the cot- 
tage, beautifully ſituate by the river's 
fide, to be ornamented with all the flow- 
ers of ihe ſpring: the floor was ſtrewed 
with odoriferous herbs, and the violet 
and primroſe vied with each other on the 
dreſſer. 


Be it known to all men, that the ce- 
lebrated wedding of Baltimore was no- 
thing in comparriſon with this. The 
Colonel, the Squire, Doctor Ridge, the 
Pariſh Prieſt, Mr. Kelly, our Heroine's 
Dancing-maſter, Mr. Badger, junior, 
and the Governor of the Red Lion, made 
but a third part of the company. 


G4 Father 


4 i Gone. ooo _ 


* — — 2 
17 * ba 
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Father Laurence behaved admirably 
well : he threw out no quibbles, made 
no mention of Rue de St. Jacques, nor 


- touched upon any metaphiſical jargon 


either before or after dinner : on the con- 
trary, we are told that he was moſt cha- 
ritably employed in interceding for the 
Chaplain, but to no purpoſe ; all that he 
could obtain from the Squire, being on- 
ly a bank-note of ten pounds with which 
the ſaid Chaplain was deſired to ſeek his 
fortune 6 


Ford 1d Hs pip- 
ers, began to play. The Bride and 
Bridegroom made a ſhining figure on the 
floor. Twelve flaming torches ſupplied 
the place of the ſun. A country-dance 
was ſet on foot. The cottage rung with 
joyous ſentiments ; and Mr. Thomas 
Kelly ſung the following fragment. 


'Ere 
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*Ere love, depos'd by fortune, fled 
To Heav'n from whence he came, 
Senſe, fize and ſhape, and white and red 
Enrich'd a youthful dame. 


Ta wealth, in theſe degen rate days 
Our warmeſt vows incline ; 

And nought but gold's attractive rays 
Can make à beauty ſhine. 


Hence weekly wars ariſe - | 
'Till law diſſolves their ties. 


Hs in the days 
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but Mrs. Coppinger, whoſe preſence 
cauſed a general ſilence, and who was 
n ſquire 
Stapleton's fiſter. 


The mament the fate down, . ſhe be- 
gan to rail at the gentlemen for fitting 
in ſuch a vile cabin, and in ſuch vile 
company. In truth,” ſays ſne, this 
eis not the ſort of wedding that l ex- 
<c pected to be at: but, my dear Sally, 
„ you muſt have patience” —— With 
that ſhe took a Dublin Mercury out of her 
pocket, and read the following lines ve- 
ry diſtinctiy: 


« Laſt night was married, Charles Fitz- 
rald of Summer-hill in the county of 
eſtmeath, Eſq; — _ Kitty Waldron 
40 ringfield in the county, a very 
$7 young lady, with a conſidera- 
— 212 
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What the Colonel, Mr. Stapletog 
and his daughter felt upon this occaſion, 
can be much better imagined than ex- 
preſſed. The company broke up ab- 
ruptly without paying the piper. 


Miſs Stapleton, having walked home 
without any apparent concern, com- 
plained of an head-ach, and locked her- 
companion than Jenny Whelan. Here 
arm, without uttering a ſyllable. At 
length ſhe aſked Jenny, whether ſhe 
had ever been in love? 


Faith and troth, madam,” fays 
Jenny, © I don't know what it is; for 
ay - my many Grlkved me never to be im 
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advice it is a paſſion that begins 
in April, and ends in January. But 
<< if you were a girl of fortune what 
% would you think of Sir David?“ 


I would think but very little of 
«© him,” anſwered the maid, © he's to 
<< be ſure a pretty, dapper, ſmooth-fac- 
« of man, nd he goes ms del cron 


<< the day that he leaped over the three 
% coach-horſes ?” 


Miſs Stapleton then aſked her, who 
«© was to lie in Mr. Peterman's bed? 
No body, madam,” ſays Jenny, ** nor 
| *© was the bed made fince the night your 


© ladyſhip lay there.” 


Upon which our heroine went dire&- 
ly to the Chaplain's cloſet, and ſurveyed 
it with as much attention as if ſhe had 
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never been there before. Jenny,” 
fays ſhe, are you fond of reading? 


Jo fond, madam,” replied the 


chamber-maĩd, that except your la- 
„ dyſhip, there is not a better ſcholar in 
the country than myſelf. I know a 
* great deal more than Miſs Waldrcn, 
I ſhould fay Mrs. Fitzgerald: for I 
read the Compleat Spelling-Book, 
© the Seven Wiſe Maſters, the Sin- 
<« ner's Guide, and Don Bellianis of 
Greece 


5+ You forgot Valentine and Orſon,” 
d 


« Faith, madam,” anſwered Jenny, 


6 J never could look into that book on 
« account of the naked wild man 
<< to be ſure he's a moſt ſhocking fi- 
«© gure,” 2 


« Well, 


A —_ — — — 


— 444144 
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«© Well, my good girl,” ſays the 
young lady, as you have ſuch a taſte 
<« for reading, I would have you divert 
e yourſelf with one of the Chaplain's 
© books whilſt I take a nap; and when 
" I have flept an hour, be ſure to awake 
66 me. 


Jenny, inſtead of reading, planted 
herſelf before an old looking-glaſs that 
hung by the wall, and pinched her 
cheeks and bit her lips in order to make 
them look red, until ſhe thought it full 
time to tell her miſtreſs that all the cocks 
in town were crowing. 


Indeed,“ ſays Miſs Stapleton, © you 
«© rouzed me from an agreeable dream: 
* 3 {R006 7 mover att fave fark ane- 
& ther.” 


From he Otarkeie's dlefis the remo- 
ved to the dining-room, took a little 
freſh 
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treſh air at the back-window, and then 
returned to her own chamber, where ſhe 
| aſked her officious maid whether ſhe had 
heard that Sir David was in love with 
any young lady in the neighbourhood ? 


„ I have heard, madam,” replied 
Jenny, and to be ſure every body heard 
that he's in love with ſome body; and 
it it were my caſe, as Mr. Fitzgerald 
is to come no more” 


<< No more !” cried Miſs Stapleton, 
5 tis true, Jenny, ——My Charley is 
R 
© mine — he is now, perhaps — 
With that a guſh of tears came from her 
eyes in ſpight of her; which ſhe wiped 
away, and putting on a chearful coun- 
tenance, drefied herſelf from head to 
foot in white. | 


„Nom tell me, Jenny,” ſays the, 
don't I lool like a bride ?” 


Faith, 
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Faith, madam,” anſwered the maid, 
© you look vaſtly more handſomer than 
© Dermot's bride : but where's the 
„ wedding-ring ?” | 


«© Fool!” ſays Miſs Stapleton, ©* you 
don't aſk where is the bridegroom.” 
She then fate to the harpſichord, and 
played, Water parted from the ſea, Han- 
dels Dream, the Rapture, and ſome Itali- 
an pieces, with as, much ſpirit as if 
Charles were at her elbow. 


Jenny having no taſte for ſoft muſick, 
would have fallen aſleep, if ſhe had not 
been rouzed by Mrs. Coppinger, who, 
as ſhe had taken a glaſs of white-wine 
with the *ſquire, accoſted her niece with 
ſome vivacity. 


oy Ss 
«© Pm proud to fee you in ſpirits My 
" W» 
* theſe 
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*< theſe two hours paſt——the poor Co- 
*© lonel is crazy——l ſay Sir David is 

<< the man; and do you ſay ſo too. Con- 

*© ſider, child, that you are nineteen 

<6 years of agel was but juſt out of 

% my leading ſtrings when you were 

*© born. Take courage——Don't be 

% daunted——T[ have been young my- 

“ ſelf Il have had lovers——Some of 

them forſook me What then? 
Did I put on a mourning ? Did 

<< I retire to a wilderneſs? Not I, faith! 

«© I married Mr. Coppinger ; and I 

© made a good choice. Your father 

expects a Hittigorical anſwer. What 
66 do you ſay ? Will you have Sir Da- 

e vid or not ?” 


© Madam,” replied Miſs Stapleton, 
Mr. Bermingham promiſed to be here 
_ © to-morrow ; and if my father com- 


" mands me to marry him, I ſhall obey 
& his commands.” 


« Mrs. 


[ ie 3 


% Mrs. Coppinger ran to her brother 
ce with this ſatisfactory anſwer ; and as 
& we cannot With decency attend our 
heroine any longer; we beg leave to 
run to the metropolis, in order to fee 
* what became of the hero of this hiſt- 
% any.” 


cc 


ta 


Charles, as we have before obſerved, 
quitted his mittrefs in a violent paſſion, 
which, like a ftrong vale of wind, drove 
him in leſs than five hours to Lucan, 
Here he ſaw a great number of young 
women of faſhion walking on a ſhady 

terrace the other ſide of the river. This 
- pleaſing ſight, the murmur of the wa- 
ters, and the beauty of the country on 
every fide, brought the gardens of Ran- 
dalſtown, with a thouſand tender ideas 


into his head, and ſoftened him in a 


moment, 


How 
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How frail are the reſolutions of an 
angry lover! His firſt viſit was to the 
Globe coffee-houſe, where he met coun- 
ſellor Loyd, who, as he had no other 
buſineſs to the city but to be out of the 
way, in caſe Philip Hanlon ſhould be- 
tray him, turned pale and trembled at 
the ſight of his formidable rival. 


Charles invitcd him in a very friendly 
manner to the Elephant, where, after 
ſome previous diſcourſe, he told him that 
he had been ill-treated in Randalſtown, 
and that he was reſolved to keep a ſtrict 
diſtance with that family for ſome time. 


<< I ſee no reaſon,” ſays the Counſel- 
lor, why Mr. Stapleton ſhould uſe 
you in that manner on the eve of 
your marriage. Are you ſure that his 
e daughter has not conceived a liking 
*© for ſome other young gentleman in 
that neighbourhood ? Though Miſs 
« Stapleton 
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« Stapleton can talk very well of can- 
© dour and fincerity, yet we that are 
„ acquainted with the turnings and 
«© windings of the ſex, are apt to ſuſ- 
* pet——FZntendez vous bien? 


If you have a mind to conſult your 
* intereſt, take my advice and marry 
„ Miſs Waldron, who, beſides a large 
6a fortune already at her own diſpoſal, 


« She came to town this afternoon ; 
and if you chuſe to pay her your com- 


- I ſhall go with you to Pe- 
$6 ter- 


«© You ſhall not, fir,” ſays Charles, 
4 J intend to ſee Captain Williams this 
« evening, as I am almoit determined 
22 the channel. Zut whether I 

«© go to England or not, may I be 

66 dam d 
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© dam d if I pay Miſs Waldron any 
compliments. I am afraid my offici- 
<* ouſneſs about her has done me no ſer- 
<< vice. 


_ * It is tun, Geargy mate me fame 
* propoſals with regard to her; and I 
© confeſs that Kitty, notwithſtanding 
her little childiſh coquetry, is one of 
" my but Z——<ds, fir, do 

„ you think that I could renounce the 

angel of Randalſtown for her? By 
« all that is ſacred, Lady Elizabeth 
Fitzgerald could not tempt me, while 
« Sally Stapleton continues unmarried.” 


flexible, wiſhed him a good evening, and 
went to Peter-ſtreet; where he found 
juſt fitring to tea. 


« Pray, Miſs Waldron,” ſays he, 
© do you remember the name of the tall 
| young 
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© young gentleman that ſupped with us 
% laſt night in Kinnegad? I believe 
“ you will be ſurprized to hear that he 

© is in town, and that he came with no 
© other view than to ſee you, to adore 
you, to marry you, to put you in the 
«© way of propagating your kind like all 


” 


your pretty anceſtors' 


© This is provoking,” cried Miſs 
Kitty. Fie upon you, Mr. Loyd—— 
indeed, indeed, your raillery is ſo 
& coarſe that no body can digeſt it. 
« Will you fit down and take a diſh of 
„ tea? It is a great deal better than 
<6 what we have in the country.“ 


The Counſellor brought George aſide, 
and told him that Charles had taken a 
long farewel of Randalſtown, and that 
he had certainly a deſign upon Miſs 
Waldron——“ But,” fays be, © the 
& booby is ſuch a man of honour,that he 
*© can't prevail upon himſelf to eecute | 

his 
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ce his deſign until Sally is out of the 


© way. Now, George, don't you think 
& a little machinery requiſite, in order 
< to bring this affair to an happy iſſue ? 
«© What if you ſhould get your ſiſter's 
<< marriage previouſly advertiſed in the 
Dublin Mercury, which is Sally's fa- 
„ vourite paper? 


& T conceive,” ſaid George with a ſa- 


gacious look : I'll ſend my ſervant this 
«© moment to Parliament-ftreet” 
„ You need not,” reſumed the Coun- 
ſellor, <* that work is already done to 
* your hand. I have been at Hoey's 
© myſelf. To-morrow the marriage 
comes ſmoaking from the preſs 
< the paper flies to the country Sal- 
ce ly frets She throws herſelf into 
«© the arms of the young Knight who is 
<« lying in wait for her What is the 
„ conſequence? Charles gives her to 
cc the Devil——He marries your ſiſter 
cc He 


——__— 
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1c fe takes a houſe in Dublin 
& Entendez vous bien? 


liticians ſate to their bottle, while Miſs 
herſelf, and laying in an elegant affort- 
ment of the neweſt ſmiles and moſt fa- 
ſhionable glances, in order to receive her 
lover, whom ſhe expected every moment. 
Charles was otherwiſe employed at his 
lodging in Capel-ſtreet. As he was 
much fatigued he went to bed early; 
but his ſleep went from him. Miſs Sta- 
pleton filled the whole compaſs of his 
imagination; inſomuch, that he could 
not cloſe his eyes. If he had never fal- 
len out with her, he would never have 
known how much he loved her. He 
had been long acquainted with her, and 
that long acquaintance made a deep im- 
preflion. A paſſion thus contradted, is 
: 1t partakes of the 
ſtability of friendſhip ; it becomes a part 
of 
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of our nature, and breaks out with irre- 
to check it. | 


Very early next morning this unappy 
gentlemen to the Dargle ; whence he re- 
turned late in the evening, and at his 
lodging found Miſs Stapleton's foſter- 
Dear Sir, 

* 7 was ſorry for your abrupt departure, 
and the occaſion of it. It is but half an 
< hour fince I put my father to bed. Wa 


ie are crowded with company. Your 
5 friend, Sir David, came here yeſterday - 
* I like him better with his college education 
H & than 


| t no] 
* acquainted with. 


e Some whiſperers are e uneaſy to know 
* what detains Lord K—— fo l in 
this neighbourhood ; yet I can affure you, 
| that he un me only bare civility. 


<< 1 do not remember to have written to you 
© before this time ; nor do I know but I am 
<* now writing to a married man ſo, 
* take my left farewel : you may be fre 
— 0 body ſhall ever hear me complain of your 

© mgratitude : but if you are yet unincum- 
* bred, I think you would ds well to conſult 


Im] 


After Charles had read this letter, he 
began to conſider with himſelf how he 
ought to behave in caſe Lord K 
ſhould refuſe to evacuate the citadel of 
Randalftown ; but was interrupted by 
his landlady, a fat, facetious woman, 
who accoſted him with a ſmiling coun- 
tenance, demanded a pair of gloves, and 
told him that a fine embroidered young 
gentleman had enquired for him about 
an hour before. 


nd bee De es a 
the good hoſteſs was going to launch out 
into a long circumſtantial detail; when 
the fine, embroidered young gentleman, 
who was no other than Sir David Ber- 
came thundering up ſtairs, 
and ater che wihnl ſalutation, withed his 
friend a great For what, 
<« fir?” ſays Charles. 


H 2 &« All 
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The Knight, whoſe principal aim in 
coming to Dublin, was to bring back 
this rebellious lover, reſolved at any rate 
to accompany him; and accordingly or- 
dered freſh horſes for himſelf and his ſer- 
vants. | 


It was eight o'clock in the morning 
when theſe night-travellers came to the 
gates of Randalſtown, where there was a 
wice heard, lamentation and weeping, and 
great mourning, the wretched old gentle- 
man weeping for his child, and would nat bs 


al habit, N 
ſoſter- father; and as the coroner, who 
had been ſent for, was not yet come, her 
coarſe (the faireſt that ever the ſun ſhone 
upon) was ſtretched on the bank (conti- 
guous to the cottage where ſhe danced 
H 3 the 
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the day before) amidſt a vaſt multitude 
Whoſe groans and cries reached Heaven. 


Charles Fitzgerald took her up in his 
ſtrong arms, and aſked her, whether 
« ſhe knew him? This ill-fated beau- 
ty, whoſe life and death made ſuch a 
noiſe in the country, was interred at 
nine in the evening without any pomp. 
And the ſame night Charles, quite be- 
reft of his ſenſes, fell into a burning fe- 
ver, of which he died the fourth day, in 
the twenty-third year of his age, and the 
fifth of his unfortunate paſſion. 
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Now ſhield with fhield, with helmet helmet clos'd, 
To armour armour, lance to lance oppos'd = 
So Greece and Troy the field of war divide, 
A falling ranks are flirew'd on either fide, 
None ftoop'd a thought to baſe inglorious flight _ 
But horſe to horſe, and man to man they fight. 
Each wounds, each bleeds, but none refign the day. 
| Porz's Hom. 


| THE 8 5 

BATTLE of the CHAUNTERS, 

Fought near CASTLEBLAKENEY in the Coun- 
ty of Galway, Fuly 27th, 1767. 


HE fun was ſet ; the buſy fair was Oer, 
And hawkers firain'd their weary lungs 


no more. 8 
With wan well tor'd each neighb'ring road was 


1781 

Of theſe, Black Moll the pureſt liquor ſold; 
Rich, ripe and clear, altho? not five days old. 
And from her pots a grateful ſteam aroſe. 
To greet her friends returning from the fair : 
Hard taſk | her tongue was not a moment mute: 
For who could paſs without a kind ſalute? 

tain ; | 

train: 
From friend to friend, - while foaming cups went 


rou 

nen.. 
Ah, how Tom Tip taught ev'ry note to thrill, 
While Munſter Jack exerted all his ſkill! 
Both Pipers, both well known o'er all the land 
a and dice, low wit, and flight of 
Both drunkards, am'rous, vers'd in ev'ry art, 
To dram a caſk, or wound a female heart : 
Tom's ſofter ſtrains, young fimple maids alure, 
And Munſter Jack no rival can endure : 
6 
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What wonder then if Jack ſhould fell with 


— 


— and how Tom Tip repiy d. 


MunsT * Jex. 
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Whoſe air no cleulds nor morning fogs obſcur 
Whoſe bread is wholeſome, r 


pure. | 
Within thy walls, to Pr=ſtcatch—rs unknown, 
Ti, there my pipe for ranting Bucks I ſound : 
And Eyre from Daly ſnatch the Galway prize; 
Yon moon ſo pale, may teach the fun to ſee, - 
Since Munſter Jack pretends to cope with me. 


| Mowornn Jack. + 
How ſtreight and ſmooth! this, while my breath 


Tom Tir. 


Nor is toy Chatinter of the Fairy race ; We 
Yet 


[ . 
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Yet honeſt maids, whoſe hearts to truth in- 
Will ſwear no muſick is more ſweet than mine. 


MunsTEex Jack. 


To me young Roſs a dainty nag beftow'd, 
Fit for the plough, but fitter for the road : 
Trench gives me wine, nor is the wine miſ- 
The good old Colonel is a man of 
While men like theſe my lofty notes admire, 
Poor Tom fits tipling at an ale-houſe. fire. 


Tou Tir. 


And three young heifers of Nic. Lynch's breed. 
For know, Tom Garret and young Perſe are 
If wu Black Moll I paſs an idle day, 
For Moll what Piper could refuſe to play ? 


MunsSTER 


[ 182 ] 


MunsTer Jact. 
Gods! how Pegg Walker fills my heart with 


r 
Yet more than Pegg her ſervant maid I prize, 
For ſmooth as Doe-ſkin are her legs and thighs : 
And ſure no Doe with greater ſpeed can run: 
A ſmock ſhe ran for, and the ſmock ſhe won. 


Tom Tie. 


A butcher's niece was once my ſoul's delight, 
But out of mind, ſoon follows out of fight. 
To good Kate Kearney my reſpects I paid, 

And now | love the Miller's blooming maid, 
Whoſe limbs in beauty with her face agree : 


Munsrza Jacx. 


I grant her heels were lighter than her head, 
When Lambert found her with his groom in bed, 
And when the cook——Alas! no more he ſung! 

The 
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The Chaunter periſh'd with a mournful ſound, 
And half the reed was bury'd in the ground. 
Ah whence this civil rage? ah Tom! forbear, 
And let a knave a brother knave revere. 
Up roſe Black Moll, the riſing fray to quell, 
And as ſhe roſe, her pipe in ſplinters fell; 
Tom's arm ſhe ſeiz'd, and while the held it fat, 
An earthen jugg the Munſter Piper caſt, 
But miſs'd his aim; for rolling as it went, 
On a poor cobler's cheek its force was ſpent : 
Two pond'rous grinders from their ſeats it tore, 
Ah doom'd to ſtretch a bullock's hide no more ! 
The crowd ſtood up; men, women, took th' 


alarm, 
All wedg'd together like a cluſt'ring ſwarm ; 
The graver ſort reſtrain, reproach, adviſe, 
When, lo ! the cobler from his ſeat aroſe, 
N 
All pale with rage, he ruſt'd upon the crew, 
With head, hands, feet, and friends, and foes 
o'erthrew. 
Then all alike with thirſt of vengeance burn'd, 
The ſeats were ſhatter'd, and the pots o'erturn'd ; 
Tho form'd of canvas and ſtrong ribs of oak: 


* 
i 
| 
| 
| 
4 


- - - Tv} 
Reeling and tumbling o'er each others heads, 


Wide o'er the green the mad battalion ſpreads : 


So waters gather'd on a riſing ground, 
Ruſh thro? their dams, and float the vales around. 
And now the cobler lifts a weighty ſtone, 
Which with full force at Munſter Jack was 
thrown ; | 
But while to earth the cautious Piper bends, 
'The rough, round bullet, on a caſk deſcends : 
The veſſel burſted with a dreadful ſound, 
Like yawning. ice when heedleſs boys are 
_ _drown'd: | N 
The beer, that pleaſing cordial of the poor, 
In frothy torrents pour d along the floor. 
Black Moll beheld, and felt more grief, no doubt, 
Than if her huſband's brains were daſh'd about. 


In frantic geſtures to their gods complain; 

Her eyes with fury ſtarting from her head; 

Then ſeiz'd a tankard, which by chance was 
full, 

Reſoly'd to cruſh the crazy cobler's ſkull ; 

The tankard flies, but, erring as it goes,. 

Falls, like a bomb, en George the taylor's 


noſe. 
Ill-fated 
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VU-fated youth ! the darling of the fair 

For ſnuff, white ſtockings, and well-powder'd 
—_ +: - 

In vain, alas ! the uſeful art he found 

To pinch his hat and circumciſe it round : 

In duſt he lay: the fuſtian frock he wore 

Was drench d with beer, and ſtain d with pu 
ple gore. 


5 Now Munſter Jack to his aſſociates cries : 
See where my drone, unhappy victim ! hes. 
«© So great a conqueſt ſhall a ſcoundrel boaſt ? 
And ſhall my chaunter unreveng'd be loſt ?” 
l 


His dear comrades (all dear to miſchief ) came. 


At Tom they flew : (ſo dogs a bull ſurround) 


On his broad back their rattling cudgels bound 


While Tom, defenceleſs, for aſſiſtance calls, | 
Full on his arm a cleaver falls : 


Down drops his chaunter (once i ſoft and 


ſweet 
3 beneath its maſter's feet. 
Twas then Kate Kearney felt the dreadful fray, 


Where ſtreteh'd at eaſe beſide the road ſhe lay; 


By treach'rous Hermes, in the form of rum. 


With 
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Wich hair diſonder d, in a trice the roſe, 


And faw Tom Tip encompaſt by his foes ; 

Tom once ſo dear! henceforth, ye nymphs ! be 
brave, | 

And learn, like Kate, your lovers lives to fave. 

With firength endu'd, tho' frail about her 

gs Waiſt, 


A' begga's crutch. the ce with furious 


1 

The young virago mingled in the fray : 

Her ſtiff, ſtrong arms, the juſtling crowd di- 
ide, 


* 
And ftroaks on ſtroaks ſhe deals on ev'ry fide. 


Nic. the gay cricket of each neighbour's fire 3 
Whoſe merry tales make mournful faces bright, 
The Miller's ſolace, and the Smith's delight. 


Next on a Pzdagogue her fury fell, 
Who thought Alecto was let looſe from hell: 
And ſure each neighb'ring ſchool-boy bleſ#'d her 

band, | 


1 
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Tinker then ſhe doom'd to fall : 
Knock d by the crutch, he fell beſide a wall, 
And in his mouth, for godly phraſe renown'd, 


A ſwadling 


As Dick the Dancer rolFd his watchful eye, 
Trembling with fear, and yet aſham'd to fly, 
Proſtrate he ſunk beneath a thund'ring ſtroke, 
His arm was batter'd, and his ſtrings were broke. 
Who now, alas! ſhall charm the vulgar crew 
Waun rams, which Handel or Duburgh acer 

knew ? 
Ah! can his labours be ſo ſoon forgot? 


Spare him, O Kate ! who taught thee firſt to trot. | 


Nor could Black Tim. without a wound ef- 
cape : 

A freſh young ſhepherd, of a comely ſhape, 
Whoſe lungs are ſtrong, altho' his arms be weak, 
And on his lips the Jew-harp ſeems to ſpeak. 
What grief, Black Moll! thy tender boſom 
torte, 
To ſee thy brother welt ring in his gore? 
Tet not in fruitleſs tears that grief was ſpent ; 
To ſweet revenge her rifing wrath ſhe bent. 
With 
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With all her might ſhe ſtruck th unguarded foe : 
The wn crack'd : Kate reed beneath the 


Till, ann 
And falls uprooted by the ſtorm at laſt, 

Headlong ſhe fell before the gazing crowd: 
O] had the moon been hid behind a cloud 


Now Moll exulting, urg d her friend to rife, 
And chear'd the reſt with animating cries. 
Not ſturdy Sancho in a blanket toſt, 
Nor e en Don Quixote, when his teeth he loſt, 
Felt ſuch reſentment as this warlike band, 
All ſorely wounded by a female hand. 


At helpleſs Kate a ſhow'r of dirt was thrown, 
And all their rage was aim'd at her alone. 


And thoſe engag's, that ſhunn'd the fray before. 
Thicker than fops that for precedence ftrive z 

Thicker than bees, when crowding to their hive, 
They mix d in fight ; a wild tempeſtuous throng ; 
Stick claſh'd with ſtick, and clown drove clowa 


„ 

Kate roar'd for help: (not ſailors half ſo loud, 

When the red lightnings flaſh from ſhroud to 
ſhroud) 

One ſeiz'd her leg, one faſten'd on her arm. 

To heav'n, at length, with upward eyes ſhe 
pray'd, 

And heav'n, ſure, loves a charitable maid : 

For, lo! deſcending from his ſteed, appear d 

The rough, good prieſt, whom all his people 
fear'd. 


His laſh he whirl'd amidſt the waring crew; 


The clamour ceas'd; the combatants withdrew. 


With wrathful eyes he view'd the diſmal ſcene, 


Hats, hoods, cloaks, cravats, ſcatter'd o'er the 


ſ 


Then, fir d with zeal, the liſt' ning crowd he 


charg'd, 
And choſe a text, and on that text enlarg'd : 
„Beer makes young men the fouleſt crimes 
„ commit: | 5 
Ah think what Lot did in a drunken fit!“ 


Moll broach'd a caſk—the man of God drew 
nigh ; : 
For after preaching, ev'ry pipe is dry. 
A 


1 


1 A 

embrac'd her goſlips o'er — 

— once more his art . 

With aol pang pang 

4 — was tickP'd with n 

a e = 
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| Might well one hapleſs virgin guard, 
When in a tower of braſs immur'd, 
Rad by frong games of cok fron, 
Although by mortal gallants lewd 

rag tact wand 


Had no. 


KATE KEARNEY's moſt 
DoLorous LaMENTATION. 
HE grafly lawns were ſprinkled o'er 
And weary reapers from the fields withdrew, 

When Kate, (whoſe heart, felt grief's ſevereſt 


ſting) 
Roſe from her wheel, and baſten'd to the ſpring : 
_ There 


. * W — at. „ _— 


LJ 
There fate, and penfive on her pail reef. 
Her pains unfolded to the pitying wind : 
The geeſe in flence liften'd while the —ä 


The cows forgot to bellow for their young ; 


The rocks, no doubt, were ſoften'd with her 
moan, 


| And mimic echoes anfwer'd groan for groan. 


What hopes remain, ('twas thus with tears 

the cry d) 

My grief to ſmother, or my ſhame to hide? 

Three times I bled (ſure bleeding can't avail) 

Ah me! what wonder if my cheeks were pale! 

As oſi for herbs I ſearch'd the neighb'ring wood; 

For goſlip Sheelagh ſays that herbs are good ; 

Their force I tryd . — but twas in vain 1 
ſtrovex⁊ 

How weak their pow'r againſt the fruits of 
love! 

Methinks old Patrick's threat'ning voice I hear : 


Tho much his tongue, yet more his hands 1 


fear. 


| My mother furious will my deeds proclaim, 


And at my head her knotty diſtaff aim : 
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The prieſt will brand me in ſome publick place, 
And all the pariſh laugh at my diſgrace. 
Our neighb'ring goſſips of my ſhape complain, 
And Pegg and Bridget eye me with diſdain : 
On Tom and me, with buſy tongues they dwell : 
Who would not bluſh at all the things they tell ? 
Now welcome death !-——my joyous days are 
paſt: 
The Wiſe-man ſaid this year would be my laſt. 
Such racking pains about my heart I feel, 
My foot can hardly guide my ſpinning wheel. 
On St. John's eve, I taſted no delight, 
Tho' Moll and Jenny ſported all the night. 
No more at fairs my petticoat is ſeen : 
Sure 'twas in vain I fring'd it round with green. 
Loughrea no more with plumbs and pears 1 
ſeek; 8 

No more at Kit's I tipple twice a week; 
On me no ſhop-boys, no dragoons attend, 
Nor is the captain, what he was, my friend. 
Tom ſhuns me too, (curſe on the graceleſs thief ) 
Alas! I hate him as I hate roaſt beef. | 
Yet Tom, 'ere now, with eggs and cream I fed; 
I darn'd his ſtockings, ard I comb'd his head; 
Nay, waſh'd his linen till my hands would ſwell ; 
For in thoſe days Ius d to lather well. 

ſpe tn Henceſorth 
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Henceforth to pipers let no maid be kind ; 
For, like their muſick, all their vows are wind. 


I well foreſaw ſome fad miſchance was near, 
But harmleſs maids are ever free from fear. 
In Athunry, where firſt I ſtain d my gown, 
The beer was ſpill'd, and on my lap came down. 
The ſelf fame day, returning from the fair, 
Three times I fell, and made the — 

ſtare: 
My garter dropt, juſt as I croſs'd a ſtile, 
And a mad bull purſu'd me half a mile. 
Beſides, I ſlept but Pm aſham'd to tell 
Sure tis not ſafe to ſleep too near a well. 
Woe to the maid (that woe my boſom feels) 
Who dreams of pikes, and ſilver · belly d eels ; 
What made me ramble in a field of corn? 
O! that I ſlept, or broke my leg that morn ! 
Men with their herds or fleecy flocks may roam, 
But honeft maids ſhould mind the geeſe at home. 
If Tom purſu'd me with an ill deſign, 

Himſelf muſt own, it was no fault of mine. 

I heard him whiſtling ('twas on yonder hill) 
The tune he whiſtl'd I remember ſtill. 
My arm he ſeiz'd—-from his embrace I flew— 


The rogue had alice in his heart I knew—— 
Hi: 
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His face I ſcratch'd—his handkerchief I tore 
But ſure my hands were ne'er ſo weak before. 
At night the traytor to our cottage came, 
The jarring door did his approach proclaim ; 
My mother call'd——what anſwer could I find? 
I faid 'twas nothing but a blaſt of wind. 
In vain I turn'd from his inviting arms, 
A mid-night whiſper has a thouſand charms : 
— OT oy OS my bps, * 
noſe, 

And ſaid my breath was ſweeter than a roſe. 
Such truths as thefe could I refuſe to hear ? 
His pipe was ſcarce more pleaſing to my ear. 
What thanks I gave, himſelf alone can tell, 
And charm'd he was, or he diſſembled well. 
A ring he promis'd, and a camblet cloak, 
But all thoſe tempting promiſes he broke : 
Another houſe he haunts, and te his own 
Prefers the muſick of a grinding ſtone. 
For all my kindneſs am I thus repaid ? 

Is Kate rejected for the miiler's maid ? 


Let pidgeons now with rav'nous crews uni:e, 


And nuns and parſons walk the ſtreets ja whi:e ; 
Now let Dunſandle to Loughrea remove, 


22 the piper, hath ſorgot his love. 
-T 2 NW-natur'd 
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In-natur'd wretch ! what hath bewitch'd his 
eyes ? 
Is red-hair'd Nancy ſuch a tempting prize ? 
Can hers be now more pleaſing in his fight ? 
To beauteous features, if his taſte incline, 
How coarſe are Nancy's, when compar'd with 
mine ? 

Nor have my cheeks a leſs engaging hue ; 
For ſure the fountain gives them but their due: 
My lips are freſh, my teeth are well combin'd, 
And the ſmall-pox hath left no mark behind. 
Bad folks may whiſper, that I loſt my ſhame, 
But, Heav'n be thank d, I am not much to blame: 
I chanc'd to fall where others ſafely ſlide, 
And Nancy lid, or ſhe was much bely d. 
Yet Tom attends her ev'ry market-day ! 
"Twas witchcraft fure that ſet his heart aſtray. 
For her he ſtraias his voice, and tunes his drone, 
While wretched Kate is left to weep alone. 


Tis vain to grieve-—ſfince Tom hath cy 


unkind, 
A Munſter piper I ſhall furely find ; 
Or ſtrive ſome clumſy Leinfter-man to pleaſe, 
And feed, like him, on clabber-milk and peas ; 
Or 


"A 
% 
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Or in a bog-hole bury my diſgrace, 

And ſure a bog-hole is a cooling place : 
Tom, faithleſs Tom will at ni wake appear, 
And ey'ry neighbour ſhed a friendly tear. 


Thus Kate complain'd, when from the garden 
wall | 
Her dam impatient gave a fbrilling call: 
For now the churn had ſpatter d half the floor, 
And the potatoes ſmoak'd before the door. 


5 THE 


The flow'ry bank invited them to reſt ; 


— — nr annooom_—cns an" — — ö — 
Aion = "nn Py _—_— 


The BaTCREZLOR. No. 185. 
Vidi as foo nivea pugnantes conjuge tauros : 
Spectatriæ animos ip/a juvenca dabat. 4 

VID. 


The ſnowy heifer, preſent at the fight, 
Rouſes the bulls to fury by her fight. 


Anox. 


The HAY-MAKERS. 


Au EcLoeut. 


4 ſeorching noon ſet ev'ry gale alleep ; 
. 


b fn th lu ay wn pro 

And greedy clowns on new potatoes fed: 

hs chant anne now faint with toil, with-" 
ew 


To where ſoſt ofiers, near a fountain grew: 


Yet who can ſleep, with anxious care oppreſt ? 
14 Jane 


x 
þ 
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Jane lov'd Black Tim, who felt an equal flame, 

But wan ed riches to ſupport his claim. 

Dick's peerleſs charms kept black-eyed Nell 
awake : 

How cou'dft thou, Dick ! fo kind a maid for- 
fake ? | 

Whether the flax, with ſkilful hands the ſpun, 

Or ſpread her linen to the morning ſun ; 

Or churn'd the cream, or drove the calves along, 

Or in the meadow ply'd her hazle prong, 

Of Dick ſhe rav'd, and laugh'd, and wept by 
at, 

Till ev'ry neighbour thought ſhe loſt her wits, 

But why ſhould Jane, fo chaſte a flame deride : 


Poor Nell upbraided thus, with tears reply'd. 


Neu. 


"Tis folly, ſure, a woman's choice to blame ; 
For, oh ! what counſel can our hearts re- 
claim? 
grant that Dick is neither ſtraight nor tall 
His arms are ſlender, and his legs are ſmall : 
Yet mirth furrounds us when he tunes the 


ſtrings, | 
n. . 
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Tho much his ſongs, yet more his ſmiles can 

move : 
Not thy own Tim bath finer ſnares for love. 
But ne er from thee thy faithful ſhepherd ſtray d: 
Then why was Nell by graceleſs Dick betrayd? 
Without a wrinkle, ſtill my features ſhine, 
Nor Jane can boaſt a fairer cheft than mine. 
My coal-black hair to gentle folks is known 
Ofr did the farmer's ſon our cottage grace, 
When ſhow'rs of rain with-held him from the 

chace: 

Oft' was I fore'd my down-caft eyes to ſhade, 
While the fair youth my bluſhing cheeks ſur- 

vey d. 
He tore my apron at our Chriſtmas dance, 
And dropt a ſixpence in my lap—by chance: 
On a fair morn, as o'er the lawns I run, 
I met him faunt'ring with his pouch and gun : 
But why ſhould harmleſs play my fame de- 

ſtroy? 

What could I fear from fuch a beardleſs boy? 
Ah how I trembled when I kiſs'd the book! 
Yet Dick, enrag'd, the vileſt names beſtow'd ; 
A kind return for all the love I ſhew'd. 

1 5 Whene er 
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Whene'er with us a winter's night he paſs d, 
My blanket fenc'd him from the chilling blaſt : 
If ſudden rain o'ertook us on the green, 
My cloak I lent his dripping locks to ſcreen : 
When bruis'd and wounded from the fair be 
fled, 
My careful hands the gluey plaiſter ſpread : 
If in the beer-houſe, after pray'rs he ſtay d: 
My round, fat ſhilling, on the board was laid : 
With home-made ſtuff his fummer ſuit I lin d 
Ah! furely Bridget was not half ſo kind: 
With herbs and powders ſhe ſeduced his heart ! 
Her mother taught her that bewitching art: 
The toothleſs hag robb'd all the neighbours 
round, 
For in her cheſt a dead-man's hand was found. 


To Galway market, when our geeſe we 


The fortune teller's ſage advice I ſought : 

A book he open'd of a monſtrous fize : 

(I fwear the parſon is not half ſo wiſe) 

« The ftars approve thy worthy choice (he 
« ſaid) 

And none but Dick ſhall ſhare thy nuptial 
« bed.” 


On 
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On All-Saint's eve, when fleep clos'd ev'ry 


eye, | | 

Before the fire I ſet my ſmock to dry ; 

And faſt beſide it a full mug I plac'd, 

Of ſuch brown beer, as might allure the taſte: 

Sudden our cottage felt a ruſhing ſtorm, 

And, lo! Dick enter'd in his proper form : 

The ſmock he turn'd, as cleanly maidens do, 

Then quaff d the beer, and thro' the window 

Lord! how I ſhook !——but tis a certain ſign 

That Dick, one time or other, will be mine ! 

The year is long, and, yet, ſome chance re- 
mains, 

That next Shrove-Tueſday will reward my 
pains. 


Jans. 


More wretched I, whoſe flatt'ring hopes are 
o'er ; 
Whene'er he came, our hearts were blith and 


gay, 
But joy forſook us ſince he ſtay d away: 
No ſong we hear, nor ſoſt amuſing tale; 
Our dogs themſelves heir abſent friend bexai 
The 
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The butcher's ſon now haunts us ev'ry night; 
Ah me! what maid could love that ugly fright * 
Like a pet-calf he ſkips about my chair, 

Or with a clowniſh grin a kiſs demands, 
And in my boſom thruſts his greaſy hands. 
Then if I frown, or drop an angry tear, 
Some wretched ſong he bellows in my ear : 
Full well his features with his ſtrains agree ; 


Tim ne'er provok'd me with ſuch awkward 
play, 

Tho' wrapt in ftraw beſide the barn we lay 
No kiſs he ſnatch'd, nor had I cauſe to chide, 
While by the fire my ſpinning wheel I ply'd : 
No word he dropp'd that could my ears annoy ; 
And if I bluſh'd, twas leſs for ſhame than joy. 
With filent pace we rambl'd o'er the lawn; 
Cloſe to my breaſt, the dear young ſhepherd 


clung, 
And ſpoke of marriage with a fault' ring tongue, 
At fairs and markets, if a prieſt was near, 
The ſame ſoft tune he whiſper'd in my ear: 
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Rings, gloves and bracelets, in my lap were laid: 
What curious fairings for a youthful maid ? 
The gifts I took, yet ſtill refus'd the tye ; 
The more he preſs'd, the more averſe was I: 
Hence all thoſe forrows, which of late I prove ; 
For vengeance follows ill-rewarded love. 
No more my dreams, foft ſcenes of joy diſplay, 
No more with fmiles I meet the riſing day. 
With harſher notes our cocks begin to crow, 
The fure foretellers of ſome fatal blow. 
The very night my luckleſs match was made, 
Our ſpotted heifer from her paſture ſtray'd ; 
My tav'rite lamb a wicked weazle kill'd, | 
And from my noſe three drops of blood diſtill'd. 
My mother now the bridal ſheets prepares, 
And on the future feaſt employs her cares: 
May dogs alone that wedding feaſt devour, 
The bread be mouldy, and the beer be four ! 
Tho' force may drag me to the nuptial band, 
Nor prieſt nor parent can my heart command. 


Tin fw, 8 
No man but Tim ſhall cer enjoy my love. 


Thus 
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Thus wail'd the laſſes in the filent ſhade, 
When red-hair'd Roger feiz'd the farmer's maid. 
How vain, alas! of petticoats to boaſt, 

Frail, faithleſs guards, that ne'er maintain their 
poſt ! | 

The fair-one's garters by the wags were ſeen, 

And a loud laugh ran echoing o'er the green. 

Simon alone a ſecret ſmart confeſs'd, 

For next to curds, he loy'd young Suſan beſt. 

At Hodge he rail'd, who ftill maintained his 
ground; 

At length he ſtruck, and made his ribs re ſound. 

Up bounc'd the ſwain: the furious rivals clos'd : 

The ruſtic rout a ſpacious ring compos d. 

They kick'd, they cuff d, 2 locks they 
tore ; 

Their mouths, their noſes, were defird with 


gore : 
When thro? the preſs the mild Suſanna broke, 
And ſtunn'd her champion with a treach'rous 
ſtroke. | 
Thi ill-natur'd deed confus'd the circling crowd ; 


— 

— - — 
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While ſhriller cries female lungs were 
ſent, | 
Than when ſome needy landlord drives for 
rent. 
But now, with haſty ftrides, the farmer came: 
What voice, but his, th' unruly clowns could 
tame ? | 
The fierce debate was in a moment o'er ; 
But Simon ſtretch'd, for he could toil no more. 


— 
— — — 
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Omnia que, Pheabo quondam meditante, beatus 
Audiit Eurotas, juſſidque etiſcere lauros, 


Ille canit 


Vine, 


| What bleſt Eurotas heard when Pheebus ſung, 
Whilſt at his voice whole groves of lautel 


ſprung z 
He 


The BARBER's SONG. 
An EcLogus. 

Feſtal day bade ev'ry labour ceate, 
1 2 left their cottagers in 


ths ities crate the Gree 
No pond'rous harrow bruſh'd the furrow'd- 
Joy duk the cheeks flaunting 

0 05 maid, 
Thetepe nub wn rh pier ploy : 
O thou, 
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O thou, the tource of noiſe and humour, = 
To poets ſtill and politicians dear, 
Inſpire my lay. The noon-tide pray 'rs were 
faid 


The prieſt withdrew ; the flock began to ſpread ; 

When dancing Dick, bedizen'd as he ought, 

The neighb'ring ale-bouſe with devotion ſought, 

And touch'd his lyre with ſuch amazing ſkill, 

That ev'ry tongue, except his own, was till. 

Around him throng'd the beauries of the plain, 

Sue, Bridget, Nell, and filver-headed Jane, 

A groupe ſo fair attracted all the beaus : 

There e the taylor, cock'd his broken 
noie j 

There Roger ſtood, with limbs eon / us d and ſore, 

And Simon gaping like the wound he bore, 


The dance began each laſs perform'd her 


part: 
But Jane's ſoft graces raviſh'd ev'ry heart: 
All prals d her beauty, and ſuperior bloom, 
When a gay toper reed «croſs the room; 
With glaring eyes, and cheeks ſuffus'd with red, 
His laſt night's doſe yet working in his head. 
The muſick ſtopt ; the walls with laughter rung, 
And Nie. the barder ran from tongue to tongue, 
A bench 


ST. 
A bench was near with fragrant herbage grac'd, 
And there the pariſh-oracle was plac d 
He rapp'd his box, his thoughtful brows he knit, 
And thrice he cough'd to ſummon up his wit ; 
Thrice in his cheſt the ſtruggling voice was 
_drown'd : 
(So clocks will rumble firſt before they ſound.) 
At length he open'd with a note ſo ſweet, 
That half the flock came crowding from the 
ſtreet. 


Not fair, young Quakers, when with zeal they 


glow, 
(Th' impulſive ſpirit ſhooting from below :) 
Not Hackball ſeared on his lofty cat, 
Nor Phlogos thund'ring 'gainſt the ſons of war, 
With ſuch addreſs could win the liſt ning throng, 
As our good Barber launching into ſong, 


With air and water firſt he ſwell' d his ſtrain, 
A th' approach of 


1 
And rules young women as it rules the tides : 
Henee, like the fea, their friendſhip ebba and 


Ar ev'ry lever by experience knows, 


i 
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On birds and beaſts he next began to chime ; 
How gentle rams grow fierce in tupping time; 
How the ftag glories in his length of horns, 

And what a blaze the peacock's train adorns. 
How nimble ſwallows with their tails can ſteer ; 
Why pigs are whining when a ſtorm is near; 
Why goats, like Jews, in buſhy beards delight ; 
Why prowling cats can ſee their prey by night ; 
How rav'nous otters in the water dwell, 

And why the badgers have an odious ſmell. 

Of apes he told, with features like his own z 
The turtle's e, the ſw and melodious mean 
2 whoſe feet to ſprightly ſounds can 


And well-bred ſpanicls that ran mad for love. 


| ** 
Thrice fam'd Athlone ! are all thy hurlers dead ? 

Each neighb'ring race with wonder he beheld, 

But proud Knockbaron all the reſt excell'd. 

Gods! how the coaches glitter'd in his eyes! 

n 

. 
What fool hi purſe, what chariot loſt poke + 
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What whores were drubb'd, what ſportſmen 
clear'd the way ; 
And ey'ry laſh reſounded in his lay. 


Now breathlefs, faint, the landlord's maid he | 
ey'd, 

While the, kind foul ! the wiſh'd-for dram ſup- 
ply'd. 

And now th' adventures of his youth he ſung ; 

The weights he rais'd, the miglity ſtones he 
flung : 

How from the ſheriff 's men he forc'd his mare, 

And flogg'd a gauger at a neighb'ring fair; 

How, mix'd with ghoſts, in haunted walls he 
ſtray'd, 

And heard the fairies ev'ning ſerenade. 

Alas! what mortal can withſtand their charms? 

The babe they raviſh'd from its nurſe's arms. 

Ye lovely maids! whom Heav'n endow d with 


grace, 
Truft not theſe letchers of th' arial race: 


Ne er rove unguarded at the midnight hour, 
But think a fairy dwells in ev'ry bow'r. 
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His travels next with matchleſs grace he 


paints : 

What iſland fairer than our Iſle of Saints? 

No flocks like ours in foreign paſtures ſtray, 

No fields fo fruitful doth the fun ſurvey ; 

No wives ſo chaſte, no clergymen ſo grave; 

No maids ſo beauteous, and no youths ſo 
brave. 

He then run o'er the wonders of the realm : 

Unrival'd Dublin ſhining at the helm; 

Lim'rick, whoſe walls held out two years, in 
vain; 

Commercial Corke, where fatteſt d are 
ſlain; 

Kilkenny fair, whoſe water knows no mud, 

And Drogheda long ftain'd with Iriſh blood. 

Kinſale and Birr, where rais'd by patriot hands, 

Great Cumberland, the Scots“ good angel, 
ſtands: 

feng Derry fenced on the nonhers deep, 

Where Jack's grave ſons their filent fabbath 


keep : 
The vaſt Lough-Ern Er with fruitful iſlands 
crown'd ; 
Killarney-lake for 6 ſtones renown'd ; 
Howth's 


[25] 
— kg, the Dag * 


And Tarah-hill, once bright with royal tow'rs. 

The wool- fairs, markets, feſtivals he told; 

Then all the ſeaſons in his numbers roll'd : 

The ſhow'ry ſpring, fair ſummer's ſultry reign, 

And bounteous autumn, charg'd with fruits and 

gram 3 

I be folid joys that winter nights beſtow, 
When fav'ry ſteams from ev'ry kitchen flow: 

What greater bleſſing can the gods afford, 

Than beef and cabbage, ſmoaking on the board ? 


He ſung what eee ſup- 


The Shrove-tide feaſts, when heaps of eggs are 
ty d, 

How vain, if witchcraft diſappoints the bride! 

'The ſchool-boy's treat, St. Patrick's jovial pot, 

O'Rorke's great revel, ne'er to be forgot; 

Roſcommon hunt, where boaſtful heroes fall; 

Gamahoe-club, and Crofton's noble ball. 


Now 
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Now foreign news ſet all his ſoul on flame: 
How Kouli Kan his treach'rous foes o'ercame ; 
How the Mogul's proud throne was overturn'd, 
How Prefter Jon m effigy was burn'd ; 
How Georgia's hero for his country ſought, 


Fe ceas d. The crowd were raviſh'd with his 

No Roman eunuch mote applauſe could gain: 

All ſtrove to pleaſe their tuneful Gazetteer, 

And what could pleaſe him more than drams and 
beer ? 


The board was crown'd : Dick tortur'd ev'ry 


ſtring : 
The lads and laſſes form'd a chearful ring: 
And thus they fate, till mirth to ſleep gave way, 
And wakeful cocks proclaim'd th' * of 
day. 


THE 


— — 
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Ip/e cava ſolans ægrum teſtudine amuorem, 

Te, dulcis conjux, te ſolo in litore ſecum, 

Te weniente die, te decedente canebat. 8 
ius. 


He on the deſart ſhore all lonely griev d; 
And with his concave ſhell his love- ſick heart 
reliev'd ; | | 


To thee, ſweet wife, ſtill pour'd the piteous lay, 
Thee, ſung at dawning, thee at cloſing day. 


THE 
DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 
An EcLocGue. 


2 to the Chaunters and the Barber's 
| 


To Tim, the Shepherd, ſofter ftrains belong ; 

Such as are warbled in ſome bow'ry vale, | 

Where Philomel repeats her moutnful tale; 
K Where 
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Where echoes anſwer from the mountain's ſides, 
And winding rivers roll their filent tides. 


* Jane doom'd to wed againſt her heart's 
conſent, | 
Beat her fair boſom, and her treſſes rent. 
A vulgar crowd beſet the nuptial feaſt, 


For Marg ret kill'd a ſcore of geeſe at leaſt. 


The prieft, conducted by the bridegroom, came: 
How the pots bubbled o'er a chearful flame ! 
With knives and trenchers three large boards 
were crown'd : 
The bride was call'd—the bride could not be 
found. 
Her crazy mother gave a frightful bawl: 
"Twas noiſe, twas hurry, twas confuſion all: 
The village rung: but when the Barber ſwore 
That Jane was wafted to ſome diſtant ſhore, 
Such was the cry, ſuch floods of tears were 
| ſhed; | 
As when poor S****#i#y loſt his guiltleſs head. 
The fretful Farmer curſt all woman kind ; 
The Prieft his dinner with a figh reſign d; 
While honeſt ſwains a grief ſincere expreſt, 


And our fond Shepherd more than all the reſt. 
Ah 


* See the Hav-MAZERs; an eclogue. 
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Ah gentle Tim! forget thoſe matchleſs charmsr 
And think them deſtin'd for thy rival's arms. 


* Whole nights, bewilder'd, in the woods he 
ſtray'd ; 
In ev'ry place he ſought the beauteous maid : 
Each neighb'ring town with his enquiries rung ; 
Jane, lovely Jane ! was ever on his tongue: 


For Jane Racroghan's haunted height he — 


Where broad Lough Allen's waves like filver 
ſhew; 
The Sligo downs for oxen fam'd and ſheep ; 
Mayonian Alps that overhang the deep ; 
| Bofin's rough coaſt, where frothy bill billow#foar. 
And Aaron iſles, ow ny (1 
K 2 A fruitleſ: 


* „ Solus glacies, tan: mque nivalem, 
„ Arvaque — nunquam viduata pruinis 


„ Luſtrabat, &c. ViIrs 


The Hyper borean ice he wander'd o'er, 
And ſolitary roam'd round Tanais' hore, 
And Seythia's deſarts of eternal fro(t, 


Lamentiog his loſt bride 
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A fruitleſs ſearch! Now ſpring renew'd the 
Still the young ſhepherd mourn'd his abſent love ; 
Still, when the ſun his ev'ning beams diſplay d, 
And vapours roſe along the watry mead ; 
Penſive he rang d the woodland and the plain, 
His fancy fix'd on filver headed Jane ; 

And while each object quicken'd his deſpair, 
Thus, with an aching heart, deplor'd the fair.: 


« Once dear companion! loſt, ill-fated maid ! 
« Ah! whither haſt thou from thy country 
« ſtray'd? 
6 Thy mother's life no human Krill could fave ; 
« Grief dim'd her eyes, grief brought her to 
222 
11 
« thy father ſpeak without a tear. 
T. deer yd bog 
« Ey'n Chriſtmas paſt without one joyful night; 
« No Shrove-tide frolicks in your houſe were 
«© known, 
« And viſitants were fed with fighs alone. 


« Who now frequents the river's flow ry fide, 
« Where thy young heifers rove without their 
guide? 


« Who 
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« Who milks the kine, or tends the bleating 
train? 
« Thy flock is grieving like thy faithful ſwain. 
Come, charming maid ! and wipe our tears 
away; 
« My flute ſhall bail thee with a chearful lay: 
„ Partake the pleaſures of each mirthful ſcene, 
And ſhine once more upon the crowded green. 
Nou ſprightly dances yield a pleaſing fight, 
« Now fairs call forth the country maids to- 
light: 
« Again freſh roſes ſhall thy breaſt adorn, 
And joyous muſick wake thee ev'ry morn ; 
Again with vi lets ſhall thy floor be ſpread, 
” _ cowſlips breathe around thy 


- 
| . blk wil oping 
« For thee the lawn ſhall bluſh | I 

« flow'rs, | 

« And milky May deſcend in filent ſhow'rs. 

« Thy hand no more that hateful clown ſhall 
« claim; 

« Ah then reward thy ſhepherd's conſtant flo. 

+ But winds leſs vary than the f.. Fe: {71:17 


ns And Jane, perhaps, i 18 like che ek 1 . 
K 3 Cute 


Le 
© Sure force detains her from her friends fo long, 
Or ſome young lover's ſoft, perſuaſive ſong. 
« Was this, ye ſtars ! the ſolemn vows ſhe made, 
« When the broad moon look'd down on yon- 
ed $ A120 | 
«© Why was not I the partner of her flight, 
By day to guide her, and to guard by night? 
* Yet 'twas from me ſhe learn'd to prize her 
[ charms, 
« And her firſt bluſh appear'd within my arms. 
„Whole ſummer days we paſt beſide the fold, 
And ſtill ſhe laugh'd at ev'ry tale I told. 
«© Whate'er I ſung was always in her praiſe, 
Wh dapaodeg {cate eee 
What toys I gave, what treats at ev'ry fair! 
* When fick, I watch'd her with a brother's 
—_ 

confpir'd eur willieg hearts to tie 
«© How fair was ſhe! alas, how fond was I! 
« "Pwas then her flame the grateful maid con- 

« feſt, 
« And Tim each cv uing wes 8 welcome 
N 
« Her handkerchief, a pledge of love ſhe gave: 
And ſtill a riaglet of her filver hair 
. | 
* 


[ 223 } 
« Preſerve her, Heay'n ! where'er ſhe ſpends 
« her days, 
% And. bleſs the roof that echoes to her praiſe, 
The cooling ſtream to which at noon ſhe flies, 
„The limpid fountain that reflects her eyes; 
The flow'ry turf on which her feet are laid; 
«© The winds that fan her, and the trees that 
% ſhade. 
« Ah when ſhall I thoſe beauteous eyes review? 
* When trace her footſteps in the balmy dew ? 
« When hear her warble thro? the duſky grove, 
« Whoſe whiſp'ring echoes taught us firſt to 
« love? 
« At early dawn, on yonder height I ſtray, 
6 hee oft her boſom met the morning 
« ray ; 
« From field to field, Ld ae fas | 
« And ſee the ſun, - but not my riſe. 
« Methinks her image glides along the 
r 
« Where art thou, faireſt of the rural race? 
« With-held by witchcraft from thy native 
c place? ; | 
6 * ſprights to walk the nightly 
” ? 
« Or laid, unwept, in ſome unhallow'd ground ? 
K 4 « "Twas 


224 ] 

« Twas this her mother's lateſt breath fore- 
* told 

** Young Jane no more will dance around the 


* a 
« Her ſiſters now may raiſe a doleful cry, 
« Yet who ſo wretched, who fo loſt as I? 


« Ye groves, ye e of Ou ava, fee 
« well ! 

« No wheedling miſtreſs ſhall my hopes be- 
« tray, 

« Nor wife nor infant ſteal my grief away. 

6 Due then, fond maid! (whom youth or fate 

0 Still mourn'd by all, {till dear alive or dead) 

« If wand'ring ghoſts can feel a mutual pain; 

« If ought of friendſhip after death remain : 

Still haunt my fleep, ſtill on my breaft re- 
Cline, 

« And ſeem to breathe, and mix thy breath 

« with mine.” 


„ | | He 


[ 225 ] 
He ceas'd'; and flew to where the ſhrilling 


cries 
Of maudlin females ſeem'd to reach the ſkies. 
Was it for Jane their precious tears were ſhed ? 
Ah no! Black Moll, a gentler dame, was dead! 
quake, | 
And all the village crowded to the wake. 


K 4. THE 


The BaTCHELOR. No. 271. 
| Mills = andy av amne n 
The W A K E. 
4. EcLocus. 
HE Mermaid Inn * a mournful aſpect 
wore ; 


His hair, his garments the fad landlord tore. 
Thick as the leaves that in October fall, 


To fs Asen des the face. 

On either fide her female friends were plac'd ; 

Her yet warm corple a milk-white ſhroud em- 
brac'd ; 

A maudlin, melting, melancholy train, 

That howP'd, and wept like trees o ercharg d 


with rain. 
® See the Deſpairing Shepherd. 


The 


L 228 ] 


The wall was lin d with tapers all a-row, 
dads 


While fuming pipes th friends of grief, wen 
round, 


And fighs and groans in clouds of ſmoke were 
drown'd. 


The Pariſh Clerk, a venerable ſeer, 
Much ſam d for learning and a tafte for beer, 
Moll's lifeleſs face with pitying eyes ran o'er ; 


| (A face, alas! that ne er was pale before) 
frain, 


Thus bellow'd forth a loud lamenting ftrain : 

Dear goſlip! (dear alas! to all mankind) 

„Ho couldft thou leave thy tender 2 
« behind ? | 

* (Sure drams with vengeance all thy race put- 
« fwd © 

5 Like thee thy ſiſter was by rum fubdy'd) 

« How ſhall thy ſpouſe, now deſtitute of aid, 

« To uſeful practice train a ſervant maid ? 


Ho lure the ſtranger, make the miſer ſpend 
« Or teach thy daughter to receive a friend ? 
Like 
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« Like her chaſte mocher may that danghter 
* prove 

„T' unblemiſh'd object of each neighbour's 
« love! 

2 oh! what ale-wife could with Moll 


compare, 

„ With Moll whoſe caſk was gaug'd at ev'ry 
« fair? 

* Her voice, tho' ſhrill, had ſome attraftive 
«© charm ; 

Her gen'rous beer the coldeſt heart could 

« warm; ; 

„En ſober matrons revel in her tent, 

And maids grew kind without the Prieſt's 
« conſent. 

+ any aw + ale? who bes your COR 

guide: 

« How ett has Moll the widow's wants fup- 
« plyd? 4 

* How of young wives and bafifel vine 


« taught, 
«« Nor more by precept than example wrought 7 
© Ah me! what revels in this houſe were 
*« known! 
What tankards batter'd, and what boards 
; * Cexthrown ! 


« Her 
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* Her cards and dice bewitch'd unthinking 
«© ſwains ; 
* He couple - beggars eas'd young lovers 
| © pains ; 
« Here the ly juggler all his arts diſplay'd, 
* And here the pimp an eafy conqueſt made. 
— amd 
« ſet, 
«© Where ſhall the farmer take his morning 
het? 6 | 
Our ſtateſman Barber on the news enlar 
Bhs eaters toroched 
, ye ſwains! ye pious maids ! draw 


«© near, 

« And thou Kate Kearney! ſhed a greatful 
ec tear. 

« Ah! think how death the fierceſt ſhrew can 

| 4 tame: 

* Neo mae fold race ü i chanks cn 
« flame ; 

« Mute is the tongue that match'd the Pipers 
« reed, | 

% And ſtiff thoſe arms that made th' exciſeman 
« bleed! | 


« Yet 


J 231 ] EN 
« Yet ſince ſhe periſh'd o'er a chearful bowl, 
A 
© Around her grave the faireſt flow rs ſhall riſe, 
« And this inſcription fix the trav'ler's eyes: 
* Ye Pipers, Pedlars, Pickpockets, deplore, 
„% Black Moll is dead, and Hot-pots are no 
«© more!” 
Thus ſung the Clerk, a loud applauſe enſu'd, 
The weeping choir their doleful cry renew'd : 
But far o'er all Kate Kearney rais'd her ſtrain ; 
For . 


Then Ralph the ſchoolmaſter broke thro' the 

croud, | ©) 
(Like Venus ſon emerging from a cloud) J. 
Not a pale, puny wretch of pigmy ſize, 
With hollow cheeks, and thoughtful piercing | 
_- _ „ 
But like a chief of Levi's pamper d race 
With « deep chin, and broad unmeaning face, 
Tott'ring and ſtagg ring as he reel'd along, 
(For Tom the Piper made the punch too 


1 
. 
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Fierce as that crew (Ciconia's barb'rous race) 
Whoſe rage deſtroy'd the gentle Bard of 
Thrace, 
With ruthleſs nails the padagogue they tore : 
When Moll, whoſe deathlike drunken fit was 
o'er, 
With a the gaping croud addreſt, 
aer. 
As in a church, if ſudden flames ariſe, 
The flock enclos'd in wild confuſion flies: 
So ſtruck with terror at the ghaſtly fight, 
The pale ſpectators urg d theit fearful flight. 
ao edgy ger oe agen Mo 
away: 
What more than darkneſs could encreaſe thei 
fears ? 
And Bol, now riſen, thunder in their ear 
fs cord 
And to the tongues her forceful hands apply'd. 
As when Don Quixot in the gloom of night 


might 
bn 
The pon rous loſſet tumbled to the ground ; 


[ 233] 
Pots, pitchers, kettles, candleſticks were broke ; 


The proſtrate pedant roar'd at ev'ry ſtroke, 
While from the preſs a pow'rful ſcent aroſe, 


Too ſtrong to feed a ſquamith lady's noſe. 
Now twelve huge carts came claCring i the 


Sate, 
All charg d with wine for ſome rich candidate. 


A dreadful clamour deafen'd ev'ry ear, | 
Black Moll for light, the drivers roared for beer; 
The croud diſpers'd ; the landlord rear's 


And lo! nnn 
Who then appear d in flaming ſilk array d? 
Who for her guide a friendly carman choſe, 
Where the fam'd Boyne its neighb'ring meads 

o'erflows. 
Tis ſhe ! faid Moll, and hail'd her lovely 


gueſt ; 
Th' enamour'd ſhepherd ftrain'd her to his 
breaſt : 
From joy fincere fuch acclamarions ſprung, 
As when with Crofton all Roſcommon rung, 
Amid 


— 
— . 
8 — = _— 


. „ 
— «6 — 


[ 234 ] 
Amid her friends the rural beauty ſhone ; 
Bowl follow'd bow!, and mirth was all thei: 
own. | 
Poor Ralph once more in lawleſs Latin bray'd ; 
Th ee ſwain his future ſpouſe fur- 
vey d; 
Still as he gaz d the ſofteſt ſtrains he ſpun, 


(Like Memnon's ſtatue when it felt the fun) 
| While oer the firings Dick's nimble fingers 


ſlide, 
And Tom's long drone a — Oy 
phy d 
Thus they carous'd till at th approach of 
— a 
The lark melodious tun'd her joyful lay; 
Till fair Aurora purpled o'er the plain, 
And ev'ry Shepherd wak'd his fleecy train. 


THE 
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Novas incide faces : tibi ducitur uxor. 
| | Vizs. 
The Bride comes forth ; begin the feſtal rights. 
The WEDDIN G. 
A EcLoGvue. 


HOU vulgar genius! whoſe rude breath 


{quires ; 
Whoſe pow'r extends o'er all th unletter'd race 
From rogues in rags to candidates in lace : 
If dri2kiag deep at thy vnhallow'd ſpring, 
I taught the beer-houſe with loud trains to 
ring; 
And too forgetful of the golden age, 
Made nymphs and ſwains in bloody fight en- 
gage 3 
Oh! 
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Oh! ſtill indulgent to my pray'r incline, 
And as the Wake ſo make the Wedding bine 


Soon as the ſun diſplay d his chearful beams, 
And rous'd young lovers from their idle dreams, 
(When wanton milk-maids bleſt the ſmiling 
And vig'rous hinds cut down the golden corn) 
Jane's kindred tribes flock'd in from ev'ry fide ; 
—_— the beer, and ſome the blooming 

ide: 
All fell to work: 1 cleavers, hatchets 


m: 
The boiler foam d: the kettles, pots were hung ; 
While crackling flames a weighty chine em- 
brown'd, 
And winds diffus'd the ſmoak around. 
Faſter than news- boys ſcour along the Strand, 
When Wagſtaffe's papers fly from hand to hand, 
The neighb'ring peaſants trotted to the feaſt : 
Our Barber firſt, a moſt facetious gueſt ; 
The pariſh-clerk, whoſe paunch is always full ; 
Left handed Paul, who broke the proctor s ſcull ; 
The miller, idle on St. Martin's day; 


The ſmith, whoſe face is ſcratch'd in eviry | 
= 


The 


237 J 

The conſtable, ſo crooked and ſo tall _ 
Like Piſa's tow'r he threatens ſtill to fall; 
wry'd; | 
The valiant cobler, oft” in battle try'd ; 
Sly Ned, well ſxill'd the ſpeckled trout to ſnare z - 
And Bob, the terror of each neighb'ring hare ; 
This fam'd for wreſtling, that renown'd for ſong. 
With theſe their wives, their fiſters, daughters 


Black Moll and Kate, already known to fame ; 
Nell, oft” entangled in her huſband's hair; 
Fat Pegg, who ne'er came ſober from a fair ; 
The cook-maid glorious in her beſt array, 
Whoſe eaſy heart became a footman's prey ; 
Sukey, chaſte nymph that ſhunn'd the *ſquire's 

embrace ; | | 
The coachman's lady with a brandy face ; 
Good-natur'd Ann, who from her lover ſtray d; a 
The mantua-maker, an undoubted maid ; 

Old Prudence, envious of each neighbour's 
And buxom Joan, that ne'er refus'd a kiſs. 
Then all the gentry thunder'd to the gate : 
The 6G 


Voung 
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Young widow Walſh, whoſe heart is fix'd on 
Heav'n; 
The ſweet miſs Bab, nnn 
And maſter Sam, that fay'rite of the nine, 
And laſt the prieſt, a bluſt'ring, bold divine. 
With hunger fierce at ev'ry gueſt he frown'd, 
And thrice his rev'rence ſtamp'd upon * 


ground; 

(So conjurers brib'd by ſome deſpairing maid 
Call up their ſpirits from th” infernal ſhade) 
Th' impatient croud fell back on either fide, 
And trait appear d the bridegroom and the bride. 
Led by her fire the baſhfui beauty came, 
Her features glowing with a decent ſhame. | 
To whom the prieſt : (but firſt his voice to 
' Hedrain'da goblet of the nut- brown beer) 
„ Approach, thou gentleſt of thy ſex! and prove 
« 'The laſting joys that wait on guiltleſs loye. 
True to thy vows what toils didſt thou ſuſtain 
« Far from thy kindred and deſpaĩring ſwain 
« Now thoſe fad days of ſervitude are o'er 
6 Thy yruy'vs wee hened, aud thew fhok grieve 

no more. 
With rev'rence due receive the bridal ring, 
And know that wedlock is a ſacred thing. 


239 ] 
This all the patriarchs, prophets, kings con- 
« feſt: | 
« Ey'n Chriſt himſelf a nuptial banquet bleſt: 
The limpid water luſcious wine became 
No r would to Heav'n that prieſts could do 
« the fame l) 

Fair as thou art affect no lawleſs ſway, 
For Peter ſays that females ſhould obey : 
64 And thus St. Paul his ſentiments diiplay'd : 
«© Woman for man, as man for God, was made. 
„Ah! then, my child! by ſage advice be led 

At home, abroad, at table and in bed. 
« As a fair face ne'er ſanCtifies a crime, 
« Make thine affections with thy duty chime. 
« For idle whims neglect no wordly care, 

« Yet ſome fond moments for thy huſband 
| ſpare ; 
Nor grudge to pay the matrimonial debt, 
An eaſy taſk which few young wives forget. 
« Heay'n bleſs thy mother with eternal reft, 
« Who ne'er fat grouling at a ſtranger gueſt. 
„Do thou, like her, an honeft fame acquire; 
Let needy tray'lers ſhare thy chearful fire ; 
Regale the clergy with a plenteous feaſt, 
And have a Chriſt'ning once a year at leaft.” 
= — mn 
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He faid, and clos d the rites. Tim claſp'd his 
bride : | 
The belles with envy turn'd their heads aſide ; 
But ſoon a diff rent ſcene engag d their eyes; 
For lo! fat geeſe, ducks, turkies, tongues and 


| pyes, 

In number equall'd by Kildare's alone. 

Cloſe by the farmer's dame the bride was fix d: 
What lively colours on her cheek were mix d! 


The prieſt, whoſe jaw- bone, never known to 
fail, 


Firſt bleſt the meat; then, like a true divine, 

With fury faſten'd on a ſmoaking chine. 

Ne'er was a feaſt ſo filently devour'd, 

And beer in vain from foaming pails was pour'd : 

But when the punch ſurpris'd them after grace, 

When mounting ſpirits blaz'd in ev'ry face, 

The prieft, the pedant, all began to roar, 

And thoſe had wit that wanted it before. 

Then Munſter Jack, then Tom began to ſound, 

Aud ruftling filks and poplins ſwept the ground. 
Gods ! 


L 241 ] 
Gods! what a ſcene the midnight hour dif- 
play d: 
The farmer drench'd his daughter's new bro- 
cade : 
With living 


carcaſes the floor was ſpread : 
A broken jugg ſuſtain'd the barber's head. 
Black Moll and Winifred, the coachman's wife, 
Tugg d at each other's locks in murd'rous ſtrife. 
The cook-maid ſnorted in an eafy chair, 
Her arms extended, and her boſom bare : 
And Kate, by witchcraft or by wind oppreſt, 
(O may no ſtraggler interrupt her reſt!) 
Slept on the threſhold ; while, ſecure from harms, 
The bride lay panting in her ſhepherd's arms. 


L THE 
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Felicet ter, et ampliùt, 
Quos irrupta tenet cotula; nec malis 
Di vul ſus * , | 
| Supremid citius ſaluet amor die. Hox: 
Thrice happy they, in pure delights 
Whom love with mutual bonds unites, 
Unbroken by complaints or ſtrife 
Even to the lateſt hours of life. 


MON the many evil conſequences 
411 which flow from the baneful ſource of 
infidelity, I believe this will be allowed to ariſe 
from it, that it naturally diſſolves all thoſe ſo- 
cial ties which make people happy in this life ; 
andin nothing does this appear more plainly, 
than in ſapping the foundation of that moſt 
and beneficent creator ordained for our com- 
fort and happineſs; I mean, that of matrimo- 
ny. An ioftitution without which, ſociety: 

| L 2 could 


[244] 
nnr 
gularity. The Heathens, even by the light 
of nature, were ſtrict obſervers of it, and it 
has been eſtabliſhed among all civilized nations 
from the beginning of the world. In Greece 
and Reme it was ſtrongly encouraged by their 
laws, and a breach of the matrimoninl con- 


tract was punithed with ſeverity. 


But how, ſays the grave unbeliever, does 
infidelity affect matrimony ? It does, in as 
much as it deſtroys the force of every obliga- 
tion among mankind. The man who denies 
a future ſtate, is neither bound by any the 
moſt ſolemn oaths or vows, as he thinks he 
cannot ſuffer for the breach of them, any fur- 
ther than human laws may puniſh him. Of 
this we have a plain inſtance in that diaboli- 
cal fellow, who was by forty-five times the 
worſt huſband in the world : and his counter- 
part here was not a whit behind him in that 


reſpett. . . 
ſuch a man from acts of open violence, and 
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yet they can never compel him to be kind, 
affeQionate; and loving to her. Nothing but 
a principle of virtue, founded on a true ſenſe 
dies, therefore, will give the preference to li- 
bertine rakes, who before matrimony make z 
| jeſt of all things ſacred, they muſt expect the 
conſequences, viz. Variety of wretchedneſs, 
attended, perhaps, by loathſome diſeaſes. 


Hence it is, that we every day ſee „ 
many poor women miſerable in all the pomp 
of equipage and dreſs: and on this account, 
matrimony is looked upon in the moſt unfa- 
the married ſtate, where either of the parties, 
or perhaps both of them, are debauched in 
their morals, and are deficient in the only 
true bond of virtuous love, a principle of con- 
ſcience wrifing from a ſenſe of duty. 


I have been led into this ſubject by a copy 
of verſes, which were ſent to me by that in- 
genious member of our club, who has oblig- 
— — 8 

3 In, 
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In this, I think, if poſſible, he outdoes him- 
ſimplicity, which Longinus makes to conſti- 
tute the true ſublime. I need ſay no more in 
its praiſe, as a reader of the leaſt diſcernment 
muſt ſoon perceive its beauties. 


The GRAVE of LOVE. 
| As Ov. 


3 


HEN ſcarce fifteen, a tender maid, 
By ſoft defires my heart was led; 
I thought (how were my hopes. betray'd!) 
That Heav'n was in the Nuptial Bed. 
Too ſoon I gave my hand away: 
Not joys, alas! but griefs I prove: 
| My fireaming eyes Gil ſeem to ſay, 
That Wedlock is the Grave of Love. 


II. 


W and kind ; 
What melting airs be uſed to fing ! 
66— atatoducs 
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That uſhers in the balmy ſpring : 
But when the fatal knot was tyed, 
How ſoon his viſage chang'd its form 
With ſmiles no more he chears his bride, 
But always meets her in a ſtorm. 


How bleſt our days of courtſhip were ! 
Rich preſents then flow'd in a-pace : 
With flow'ry wreaths he deck'd my hair, 

And ſwore I had an Angels face. 
Like thoſe fair flow'rs his love decays ; 
That blooming face is now forgot: 
If thus I paſs my youthful days, 
Alas! how wretched is my lot! 


IV. 


Oſt at my mother's knees he bow'd, 
With ſighs extoll'd her daughter's charms: 


The pitying dame his ſuit allow'd, 
arms. 


And gave me to his longing 
Oe joy d he was at her conſent ; 
Ah! Damon! why do'ſ thou 

Aud curſe the day that made me thine ? 


v. 


[ 248 ] 
V. 


A wife, I pall my huſband's flame; 
Damon! be like my glaſs, fincere, 
Are not my features ſtill the ſame ?. 
He views me with a ſcornful eye, 
oor ee my Une bs gity move : 
After all this who can deny 
That Wedlock is the Grave of Love. 
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THE HUMBLE 
' = © 1-F- 1-0 0 
or 


CORNELIUS O CLUMMOGAN, 


The Famous Poon SCHOLAR ; to the 
PrigsT of the PARIS. 


HumMBLY SHEWBTH, 


HAT I went to Ballinahan th'other day . 
('twas a Sunday morning I remember, 1 
For I was not there, you muſt know, before, F- 
ſince the latter end of September) ; | 
L 5 There 'E 
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There was a deſp'rate fire in the kitchen; fo 

myſelf fate down very 
Till Miſs Peggy „„ 
dT os os dds hoes 

* Is that Cornelius?“ ſays the, « *tis good for 

„ Sewn of heck, main,” ſays my- 
ſelf, „that made me become a ranger: 

© I travelbd many a weary ſtep betwixt Cal- 
„ tragh and Kinclare, 

And went to Ballinlaſs itſelf, but Doctor Dil- 

( lon was not there.” 

« He's here in the houſe,” ſays ſhe, « as good 
« a man as ever trod in leather; 

For he cures all the common people without 
« aſking a feather.” | 

* Common people f” fog myſelf; © 1 know 
« what that means: 

« Pardon me, Cornelius,” ſays ſhe; © to be 
« ſure there is good blood in your veins :” 

© The O Clummogans, madam,” fays myſelt, 
« are the moſt populous people in the land. 

« Indeed I meant no harm,” fays Miſs Peggy : 
ſo with that ſhe ſhook my hand. 


So 


* an | 
to the parlour ; 
up "5 
e 8 
2 —— myſelf, as who ſhould 
\ Lacy (ted ave A, 2 
2 6 fel, « Pm fick 
So 1 — . 
Mn; noble Sir br phy 
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& It was reading Horace very faſt, and lying 
« often on the ground, 
That gave my conſtitution at laſt a mortife- 
« rous wound.” 
« Well,” ſays the Doctor, © bathe in cold wa- 
« ter; tis the beſt thing you can do; 
* And TH cagage your back will be flreag 
«© enough in a month or two.” 
9 myſelf, © is it ſafe to 
« dip in the frignd wave #” 
« Yes, yes,” ſays he, © my good lad” —So 
dh on act ck we leave. 
Twas then at Clunagh-Houſe I faw the 
chimneys greatly ſmoaking : 
Well, well,” inn 
there is paſt all j 
So I went in at the kitchen door, and being a 
lad of excellent ſhape, 
I bow'd down my head, as you underſtand, and 
made a very courteous ſcrape. 
Then I took out my Book of Knowledge, and 
fell a reading very loud, 


Tin all the ſervants gath'ring round me, look'd 
« O Gemni!” 


like a fair-day crowd, 
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_ [255] 
When Mrs. Fallon heard * 


« Come, Tom,” fays the, * lay the cloth: ; may 
[( the weavers ſteal my yarn 
* If I don't reſpeR him more than one with 
* *« gold-lace, hounds and horn.” 
So when myſelf had done my beſt, and found 
that I could do no more, 
I put my leavings in my ſachel, as I often did 


Then I went to the river's fide ; the Sack was 
full up to the brim 

] Ripe of whar cloacks I hed, and OI degra 

to ſwim. 

But little did I dream that all wy ſubſtance could 
be taken, 

When I faw the great-houſe dog running off with 
my books and my bacon. 
4 O Hector!“ ſays 1, O murther l“ ſays I, | 
hat's this going to do?“ ; 
So he turm d about his angry noſe, a wisdeull \ 
ſay, © what's that to you ?* 94 

1 
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Myſelf was in ſuch a fright, I did not know 
where to fit or ſtand : 


80 at length 1 met John the clerk, with a pole 


in his hand. 

Well, John,“ ſays I, « it can't be help'd; to 
de ſure tis a deſp'rate caſe : 

« Do you know that Hector took my ſachel, 
« and eat it up before my face ?” 

4 I knew that rogue, ſaid John, « fince firſt 
« he wore a leathern collar, 

And Pll take my bible book he plunder'd ma- 
« hy a ragged ſcholar.” 

A ragged ſcholar!” fays myſelf, pon my 
„ foul, John, I nevet lik d your prate —— 

So then I went to a ſhepherd's houſe; for you 
muſt know twas very late. 

The woman prepar'd a ſupper that was fit for 
the lord of the mannor : 

« Mr. O-Clummogan !” ſays ſhe, © your learn- 
« ing deſerves a honour : 

« But what you'll do for a bed is « thing my 
« ſelf does not know ; 

« Pos the cows eat all our ſtraw laſt week, in 
« the time of the ſnow. 

« But 
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Zut ſure you can lye with ourſelves, as Tom 
« won't come to- night from the mill 


* as wants?” fays myſelf, have 
« you a mind to try my ſkill? 


« Ot profane valgu—dor't you know that 


« Pm a man of letters? 


Aud therefore, good woman,” fays I, « you | 


« ſhould never think of your betters.” 

Then I firetch's my -weary limbs by the fire 
fide, and fell aſleep in a trice, 

For my fachel, as you know, being loſt, I was 
not afraid of the mice. 

So I dream'd the houſe of Clunagh was full of 
ladies and people, 

And that ev'ry candle in the parlour was higher 


than any ſteeple. 

| ing at the door when Mrs. Fal- 
lon bounc'd up from the table: 
Gentlemen and ladies, fays ſhe, * pon my 
* honour Pl! tell you no fable. 


« dance or caper, 
« He'll write a verſe with any man that ever ſet 


« pen to paper. 
« But 


b > 


* Behold that worthy youth: altho'. he cannot 


— 4 
= 
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„bus HeRtoreat his fachel (for which Pll hang 
E. - Ado oboe ll om you wal | 

| — —.— 


And now if you would eat ts Mn, Fallon ts 
make this my viſion true, 
Poor Cornelius, as 


